pepe 
ype eres 
Teton 


ent 
. 


922.1 84641 
T398cp 


LIBRARY 


College of St. Francis 
JOLIET, ILL. 


wae 


OEMCO 


eee eo pags 
Kew 


Digitized by the Internet Archive 
in 2024 


https://archive.org/details/pilgrimspathofsa0000revj 


‘ 


THE PILGRIM’S PATH 


OF 


SAINT THERESE 


OF THE 


CHILD JESUS 


BY 


REVEREND JOHN P. CLARKE 
St. Lawrence Rectory, New Bedford, Massachusetts 


AUTHOR OF 


“Her Little Way” and “A Rose-Wreath for the 
Crowning of Saint Thérése of the Child Jesus” 


MAGNIFICAT PRESS LIBRARY 


MANCHYSTER, N. } 
‘a St. Francis 
SB ypaRY PMOLIET, ILL. 


Nihil Obstat 


JAMES E, McCOOELY, DUD 
Censor Librorum. 


AImprimatur 


>hGEORGE ALBERT GUERTIN, D. D., 
Bishop of Manchester 


MANCHEsTER, N. H., 
April. 11926; 


| 


ee 
SRETACE 2!) so... 


ghapter. I. 
ehapter — IT. 
chapter III. 
chapter IV. 
chapter Vz. 
fnapter VI. 
mapter VII. 
Chapter VIII. 
chapter IX. 
thapter X. 
chapter. XI. 


GOAT 


CONTENTS 


PAGE 

Moy tlede oyctal fone tos oeetl a eat VII 
ntroduction, Rev. John Cavanaugh, C. S. C... XI 
he-Rose of Lisieux: 2.5 1.04: 1 
A Mothers: Smiles)... i) ccse's sac: 11 
The Little Secretary of Jesus. 21 
Behoiduthe- Heart... <3) ciak 33 
The Little Flower of Jesus... 41 
Gilgit ies Siar ea |. etek ae Stati 49 
Sister Elizabeth of the Trinity 59 
helen Stati oc ria 
The Communion of Saints... 79 
ineserapn of Avila. 3.5.23. 89 
CNC OM TOE gra Sher ave a 99 
Pre Misatnlen Vy GK ora4 54 biahaie 2 107 


thapter XII. 


gy 4] 


Copyright, 1926, 
by 
JOHN P. CLARKE 


TO OUR LADY 


“ee aha 


x AN ite. sTS. 


PREFACE 


“Peter has spoken through Pius.” ‘Another 
Saint has been raised to the altars. The aspiration 
of the Little Flower has been realized. She is now 
Saint Thérése of the Child Jesus. 

But will her other yearnings be fulfilled? “TI en- 
treat Thee,” she pleads, “to let Thy Divine Eyes 
rest upon a vast number of little souls; I entreat 
Thee to choose, in this world, a legion of little vic- 
tims of Thy love.” From the throne of Saint Pe- 
ter the same prayer ascended on the day of her 
crowning. And it would seem that many souls are 
joining in this harmony. 

Far-off in the Carmel of Dijon, France, we hear 
of a beautiful soul, the fragrance of whose flower- 
ing is still with us. Her mission of love is begin- 
ning. It is to help souls to contemplate the God of 
Love within them. “I have found my vocation,” 
she breathes, ‘I am to be “The Praise of His Glory’ 
eternally. In Heaven,” she continues, “I believe 
my mission will be to draw souls to interior recol- 
lection aiding them to set out from themselves so 
as to adhere to God by a movement very simple 
and loving; this great silence of their hearts will 
permit God to impress Himself in them and to 
transform them in Him.” Sister Elizabeth of the 
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Trinity is her name, and it was only on November 
9, 1906, that the angel of death welcomed her. 

Nearer still, and we read of a Visitandine Nun, 
Sister Benigna Consolata of Como, Italy, who as- 
cended the heights of the Mountain of Love. She 
is known as ‘‘The Little Secretary of Jesus.” Upon 
her He poured the infinite tenderness of His 
Heart. He called her even “the apple of His Eye, 
His lily, His dove.” To her He breathed His se- 
crets. “My Benigna,” He said, “I am raising an 
army and I call souls to combat for love. The most 
generous are they who serve in the first line. Seek 
for Me victims,” He continues, “who are willing to 
immolate themselves for the glory of My Heart. 
My Heart is full of mercy not only for thee but for 
al? 

These three little souls, then, form a happy trin- 
ity. Their love song blends in sweetest harmony. 
Truly they loved “to the very quivering tip of the 
flame of love,” and they beckon us to follow them. 

For this purpose we send forth “The Pilgrim’s 
Path” with the hope that the little three may be 
known and loved extensively. May their smile and 
blessing be upon it and may it serve as a humble 
instrument to answer the desire of the Heart of 
Jesus: “That souls may believe in My excessive 
love.” CRSA a 
New Bedford, Massachusetts. 
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The Pilgrim’s Path of Saint Thérése 
of the Child Jesus 
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INTRODUCTION 


All poets are not Saints but most certainly all 
Saints are poets. The writers both of the Old 
Testament and the New were poets and perhaps all 
—certainly, most of them—were also Saints. 
Many a student knows how beautiful are the Can- 
ticles of Francis of Assisi and Aquinas and Bona- 
venture and Bernard and Teresa—to mention 
only the greatest of the canonized singers. 

Naturally there is much in common between 
Saints and poets. Both abide habitually in worlds 
of unseen beauty. Both live always in touch with 
intangible joys. Both are seers; that is to say, 
both see where others do not, and see farther, 
deeper and more beautifully. Both are sages, in- 
credibly wise in their moments of vision; dispens- 
ers of wisdom to the children of God when they 
emerge from their rhapsodies. 

But the Saint has this great advantage: he illus- 
trates in his daily life the beauties he would unfold 
to our grosser eyes. As books that are illustrated 
give in a single flash of the eye the contents of 
many printed pages, and tell their story more viv- 
idly than books that depend on words only, so di- 
vine beauty is the more seductive because its poets, 
the Saints, incarnate it in their daily lives. 
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It is the delicious distinction of the Little Flower 
that she has said more beautiful, poetic things 
about God, the soul, mystic prayer, the joys of 
Heaven than any other canonized child of Adam. 
That lyric and sublimely artistic sentence—the 
keynote to all she said and wrote and did—is only 
one instance out of a thousand: “TI will spend my 
Heaven in doing good upon earth; after my death 
I will let fall a shower of roses.” Read her Auto- 
biography and count if you can the myriad phrases 
of artless art, the rich and variegated garden of 
poetic flowers, the idyllic charm of her daily words 
and acts in that modern Holy Family in which she 
grew up. The poet, Pope, once described a rich bit 
of jewelry as “a cross that Jews might kiss and in- 
fidels adore.” The Little Flower ought to be par 
excellence the poets’ Saint; for she was the sweet- 
est, purest and holiest of their craft since time 
began. 

Therése Martin has brought the notion of sanc- 
tity close to our daily lives and makes it seem— 
what indeed it is—a modern, possible, joy-bring- 
ing, lovable thing. Read over again that incom- 
parable autobiography written under obedience to 
that darling sister of hers who was also her Rev- 
erend Mother, and see how beautifully human the 
picture is. Frankly, I wish people read fewer books 
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about the Little Flower and more frequently read 
what she wrote and said herself. 

And that heavenly, sweet and serene face of 
hers, to go with her gentleness, purity and affec- 
tionateness! Suppose it has been idealized a bit by 
the adoring love of an artistic sister, it is still far 
from the beauty those saw who were privileged to 
see the face of the Saint in life. And as the beauty 
of imagined Madonnas has done much to win men 
to love Our Blessed Mother, so I like to believe the 
angelic charm of Thérese Martin will for ages to 
come win souls to the love of virtue and holiness. 

Father Clarke’s charming chapters, warm with 
holy love and shot through with the golden threads 
of true eloquence, will do much to make the Little 
Flower bloom in the garden of the human heart 
everywhere. May her beauty freshen and her 
fragrance sweeten this weary, acid, old world! 


Joun Cavanauc3, C. S. C. 
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SAINT THERESE OF THE CHILD Jesus 


CHAPTER ONE 
THE-ROSE OF LISIEUX 


T WAS in fair Lisieux from whose soil a rose 
of rare beauty sprung. The Church of Saint 
Jacques was filled. Within, many a heart 
throbbed to the beat of a simple song. This 

magnificent pile, standing among the storied homes 
of the past, gave witness to an outpouring of love 
for a little child. Verse after verse arose and fell 
in gentle cadence; the chorus thrilled with won- 
drous power: 


“Dear child of God, 
Carmel’s choice flower, 

Simple was thy life 
Heaven is thy bower.” 


Deep and strong the music rolled in beauteous 
flow. Many hearts were touched; it was the gold- 
en glow of love that shone so simply—a treasure- 
trove. Soon, slowly and silently, the pilgrims 
depart—each with a secret locked in his heart. 
Amongst them one whom Little Thérése loved 
went his way. There was a song a-singing within 
his heart like the gentle music of a violin. It glad- 
dened like the rippling of the brooklet, and many 
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felt its charm. This Little Flower of sanctity 
was loved by many a lover and angel wings seemed 
to hover around those devoted to her. They wan- 
dered as if in wonder-land, seeing God’s Love, His 
Hand, in everything. 

’Tis true many came from afar, like the Wise 
Men following the star of their love that gleamed 
within them bright from above. Much could they 
see in what for others would be the commonplace. 

“Ts there anything to see in Lisieux?” one asked. 

“Non, il n’y a rien.’—(“No, there’s nothing— 
only houses and streets.’’) 

Yet Faith could see its beauty in simplicity. To 
catch the fragrance from the garden of Little 
Thérése one must breathe it deeply from the Rose 
of Lisieux. 

When her mother had flown to the four little 
angels in Heaven, it was to Lisieux that the Little 
Flower came. At Alengon on January 2, 1873, 
she first saw the light of day. For four brief 
years she felt a mother’s love. Then the mother 
smiled down upon her from above. This sad part- 
ing bruised her tender heart. “I must tell you,” 
she writes, “that after my mother’s death my 
naturally cheerful disposition completely changed. 
Instead of being lively and demonstrative as I had 
been, I became timid, shy, and extremely sensitive ; 


2 


The Rose of Lisieux 


a look was enough to make me burst into tears. I 
could not bear to be noticed or to meet strangers 
and was at ease only in my own family-circle.” 
So delicate and sensitive was she that it seemed 
she never could be acclimatized to this earth. 

But the God of Love was nurturing His Little 
Flower. She would kiss His Cross from an early 
hour. Her simple life was to feel the knife of 
pain and suffering. Ordinary and common her 
trials seemed to be, but she bore them so well and 
so happily that they served to beautify the snow- 
white petals of her heart. From the age of three 
she had chosen the better part. ‘From the age of 
three,” she breathes, “I have never refused the 
Good God anything and it is with love He will 
repay.” It is the gentle charm of her little way 
that attracts. It is not the unusual we see in her 
life of simplicity. She practised the little hidden 
acts of virtue. Great penances and extraordinary 
deeds were not her mission. She must needs love 
as a child. It was her sole ambition. The trials 
and sorrows common to many were to be her 
portion. 

Her smiles and evenness of spirit and peace of 
heart were the secret of her joy. Her love was as 
gold without any alloy. “Great things are not for 
me,” she writes, “I cannot preach the Gospel or 
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shed my blood. No matter. My brothers work 
in my stead, and I, a little child, stay close to the 
throne, and love Thee for all who are in the strife. 
But how shall I show my love, since love proves it- 
self by deeds? Well, the little child will strew 
flowers before Thee—that is to say, I will let no 
tiny sacrifice pass, no look, no word. I wish to 
profit by the smallest actions and do them for love. 
I wish to suffer for Love’s sake and for Love’s 
sake even to rejoice; thus shall I strew flowers. 
Not one shall I find without scattering its petals 
before Thee—and I will sing—I will sing always 
even if my roses must be gathered from amidst 
thorns; and the longer and sharper the thorns, the 
sweeter shall be my song.” 

Therese simply sang her little song in a little 
way—ah, but it was attuned to the harmony of the 
angels. “You know it has ever been my desire,” 
she breathes to her sister, “to become a saint, but 
I have always felt in comparing myself to the 
saints that I am as far removed from them as the 
grain of sand which the passerby tramples under 
foot is remote from the mountain whose summit 
is lost in the clouds. Instead of being discouraged 
I concluded that God would not inspire desires 
which could not be realized, and that I may aspire 
to sanctification in spite of my littleness. For me 
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to become great is impossible. I must bear with 
myself and my many imperfections; but I will seek 
out a means of getting to Heaven by a little way— 
very short and very straight, a little way that is 
wholly new. We live in an age of inventions; 
nowadays the rich need not trouble to climb the 
steep stairway of perfection.” And the Word of 
God enlightened her. “Whosoever is a little one, 
let him come to me,” she read. It was the secret 
she sought from above. Littleness became her 
“lift of love.” ‘The whiteness of her innocence 
and the simplicity of her way is the fragrance of 
this Rose of Lisieux. Her holiness seems so easy 
to attain. It does not frighten us. It is within 
our reach. We too can go along the little way 
performing our duties of every day for the love of 
God. God grant that we may! 

It was in her new home, Les Buissonets, situated 
in a quiet part of the town of Lisieux that she 
spent a joyful decade of the rosary of her years. 
“Here her little heart expanded.” Often in its 
garden, “her thoughts were too deep for tears.” 

“T was charmed with the home my father had 
taken. The large upper window from which there 
was an extensive view, the flower-garden in front, 
and the kitchen-garden at the back,—all these 
seemed delightfully new to my childish mind; and 
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this happy home became the scene of many joys 
and of family gatherings which I can never 
forget.” 

This garden of Les Buissonets is small and fair; 
its green shrubbery invites to prayer while the 
spirit of Little Thérése is everywhere. ’Neath a 
little crib in the rear the pansies smile, a fitting 
tribute for a little child. It is on the very spot— 
like a beautiful forget-me-not—where she decor- 
ated it herself. She thought it “marvelous.” The 
same small statues of St. Joseph and Sweet Mother 
Mary she used on little altars for divers occasions 
are seen: they stand between little toy-candlesticks. 
Within the home in neat array are the precious 
relics of her childhood days. ’Neath the bed and 
prie-dieu are many toys that were bought for her. 
A little cradle and a doll, a checkerboard and stove 
was all she needed then to play home sweet home 
on a rainy day; a dish of gold fish, a tiny bird in a 
little cage with a song unheard; her dollie’s car- 
riage and wooden trunk were where a little piano 
stood; it was a little girl’s paradise and the Queen 
was little Théerése—All was delightful; truly she 
had the heart of a child. 

Over the narrow street called Herbert-Fournet, 
the Little Flower often directed her steps to the 
Cathedral of St. Pierre. This magnificent pile 
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was near her home in the centre of the town. It 
is the first church of French Gothic style con- 
structed in Normandy. Built by Bishop Arnoult in 
1160 it stands in majesty. A short distance away 
is the Church of St. Desir and the Benedic- 
tine Convent where she made her first Holy 
Communion. 

It was charming to tread in the footsteps hal- 
lowed by the memory of Little Thérése. It is not 
so long since her flight of song ceased on earth. 
Many there are who still remember her childlike 
beauty and heavenly smile. How they loved her— 
this heart without guile! On the boulevard close 
by her home I asked an elderly man with silvered 
brow if he knew her. 

“Mot, oh, om!” (“I, oh, yes, I knew her from 
that high.”) He measured the height of a little 
child. He had worked for her father and knew 
her well. Were she still smiling on earth she 
would be young beside him. It is but fifty-three 
years since her birth and now—she is in Heaven 
and a Saint on the Altars of the Church. 

She is the wonder of the age—this sweet flower 
of God’s loving goodness. One may stand by her 
grave where the precious remains, now removed, 
were first laid and read the message of Little 
Thérése. The beautiful white marble kneeling 
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figure of the Sancta speaks to the heart: “O’ my 
God Thou hast gone beyond my expectation, and 
1). 251 will sing Thy: mercies!’ “She as) Gods 
angel of love and of light. “Truly has He worked 
wonders for her and they have infinitely surpassed 
her boundless desires.” 

Yes, Lisieux is charming, but like Rome the 
secret of its beauty is in the simplicity of Holy 
Faith. Eyes covered with the scum of earthly de- 
sires and hearts devoid of the secret of the King 
need not expect to see or breathe the fragrance 
that’s so heavenly. .Those of earth are earthly 
and they may not see beyond their noses into this 
angel-land. They will hear only the clip-clap of the 
peasant’s clogs or the driver’s cry as he snaps his 
whip and passes by. They may be interested in 
the shops of the busy market and the shopmen 
plying their wares or perhaps admire the work- 
manship of the grand churches. They may notice 
but the mere sound of the laughter and the shouts 
of little children as they run and play; the swish 
of the water in a nearby canal may only annoy 
them; everything for them will be common and dull 
and the depth of their joy may be counted as null. 

Human hearts beat the same in Lisieux as else- 
where, yet there’s something that’s different in the 
light balmy air. It’s the light of the eye from the 
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love of the heart that pictures its beauty as a town 
set apart. Only lovers of Little Thérése can see 
this vision in its rare beauty. A gentle light 
shines on the old cobbled street, on the stones and 
the pavements that kissed her fair feet; the quaint 
Market-square, and church, St. Pierre, are bathed 
in this rare rich beauty. Near Carmel’s shrine 
the waters still shine to the gleam of the sun. The 
canal is close by. Often did she cross its bridge 
to Our Lady’s choice garden. Did she stop to peer 
into the silvery stream? If so the waters smiled; 
for an angel had touched them. Why, to say that 
there’s nothing to see in Lisieux would make the 
very stones cry out. Yes, they felt the lightsome 
step of this little Saint of God. Lisieux is a shrine 
and loving hearts pay homage because of the sweet 
fragrance of this charming Little Flower. 

Let the Rose of Lisieux then be dear to your 
heart. Let the fragrance of her flowering be felt 
here below. If you love her she’ll smile and she’ll 
cheer all the while as she scatters her roses upon 
you. May she hear your true prayer, God’s Love 
with you share and keep all your footsteps in her 
sweet, loving care! 


CHAPTER TWO 


POIMO TELE R S/S MEE 


HE was kneeling before the altar; a smile 
was on her cheek for her heart within was 
singing for Mary mild and meek. It was 
the shrine of Our Lady of Victories and 

Little Thérése was happy with the happiness of a 
child. She looked up to her Mother and sweetly 
she smiled. Her heart throbbed to the thrill of a 
gentle love and the peace of God descended as a 
dove upon her. 

Little Thérése, the Pilgrim, had left her Father’s 
house, a-thirst for the Golden Grail. She would 
seek it or die; her quest could not fail. The sun 
of fourteen summers had sprinkled its gold in her 
hair; she was beautiful with a beauty beyond com- 
pare. But the real beauty of the King’s daughter 
was within. The flower of a religious vocation 
was blossoming in her soul. She yearned to as- 
cend the Mount of Carmel. This secret she 
breathed to her father and the tears of his eyes 
were as diamonds as he gave his consent. But the 
gold of her love must be purer ere she entered this 
treasure-trove. She pleaded with the Superior of 
Carmel in vain. 

Yet she would “carry on”. Love knows nothing 
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but victory. To Bayeux she would go, to see His 
Lordship. “The Divine Call became so insistent 
that had it been necessary for her to go through 
fire she would have thrown herself into it to fol- 
low her Divine Master.” On October 31, 1887, 
with her father she set out to see the Bishop. “It 
cost me a great effort,’ she writes, “to overcome 
my shyness sufficiently to do this. But it is true 
that Love knows no such word as ‘impossible’ for 
it deems all things possible, all things allowed. 
Nothing whatsoever but the Love of Jesus could 
have made me face these difficulties and others 
which followed, for I had to purchase my happi- 
ness by heavy trials.” 

Through the green fields of Normandy, past the 
little villages with their cross-crowned churches 
surmounted by the weather-cock, she sped. Na- 
ture and she were bathed in the sweetest harmony. 
The few yet well-kept and treasured trees she saw 
on her way seemed “to lift their leafy arms to 
pray” in union with the yearning in her heart. 
Her journey, however, was unsuccessful. In spite 
of her pleading she had to return to Lisieux with- 
out a favorable answer. “It seemed to me,” she 
writes, “as though my future were shattered for- 
ever ; the nearer I drew to the goal, the greater my 
difficulties became. But all the time I felt deep 
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down in my heart a wondrous peace, because I 
knew I was seeking only the Will of my Lord.” 

Three days later Thérése was to begin her dis- 
covery of a new world. She became the pilgrim. 
And in this new role of her passing she learned 
“the vanity of all that passes away.” The marble 
sculptures, the splendid monuments and countless 
wonders of art and religion—the living, breathing 
work of man—which she witnessed told her there 
is no lasting beauty but that of Heaven. These 
things were but a passing show, transient as the 
days of her pilgrimage. Love only is eternal and 
Love was her quest. 

She sought it not, however, alone. As a dar- 
ling little child she clung to Mary mild. She could 
not forget the love of the Mother who had cured 
her. In Paris the goal of her desires was the 
Church of Our Lady of Victories. She tells us: 
“When we reached Paris, Papa took us to see all 
the sights. For me there was but one—Our Lady 
of Victories.” Thither she went. Before the 
railing that encircles the altar she remembered that 
six years had passed since her illness when a 
Novena of Masses had been said at this shrine for 
her recovery. Like the sound of a voice that is still 
or the sweet strain of a song long unheard it 
opened the floodgates of peace as can at times the 
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trill of a bird. In spirit she was home again on 
her couch nearly “dead with pain.” “Sweet 
Mother, pity, have pity on me,” she was pleading. 
She looked at Our Lady, at her statue nearby, and 
suddenly the love-light beamed in her eye. Yes, 
Mother was looking at her. The statue had come 
to life, it seemed. It was beautiful. The expres- 
sion on Mary’s face was ineffably sweet, tender 
and compassionate; Thérése’s heart melted under 
the sunshine of that gracious smile. And then— 
all pain vanished and two big tears from the 
heaven of her eyes fell rich as starlight that drops 
from the skies. She was cured; for Our Lady of 
the Smile had kissed her. 

Can a Mother forget the child of her heart? 
Can a child forget such a Mother? It was this 
sweet memory of the past that bathed her soul in 
beautiful harmony. Her Mother’s face—Mary’s, 
full of Grace,—she sought as her innocent’ gaze 
rested on the statue of Our Lady of Victories. 
Gratitude was in her gentle smile; truly she was 
Mary’s child. “I can never tell you,” she writes, 
“what I felt at her shrine; the graces Our Lady 
granted me were like those of my first Commun- 
ion Day. I was filled with peace and happiness. 
In this holy spot the Blessed Virgin, my Mother, 
told me plainly that it was really she who had 
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smiled on me and cured me. With intense fervir 
I entreated her to keep me always, and to realize 
my heart’s desire by hiding me under her spotless 
mantle, and I also asked her to remove from m=? 
every occasion of sin.” She was happy. 

The Eternal City, however, beckoned her on- 
ward. “Switzerland, with its high mountains, 
their snowy peaks lost in the clouds, its rushing 
torrents, and its deep valleys filled with giant ferns 
and purple heather,” charmed her. Many were 
the cities she visited on her way, but their grandeur 
lost its appeal beside the simple lowliness of the 
Holy House of Loretto. “I was indeed happy,” 
she breathes, “when on the way to Loretto. Our 
Lady has chosen an ideal spot in which to place 
her Holy House. Every thing is poor, simple and 
primitive....I found Loretto enchanting. And 
what shall I say of the Holy House? I was over- 
whelmed with emotion when I realized that I was 
under the very roof that had sheltered the Holy 
Family. I gazed on the same walls Our Lord had 
looked on. I trod the ground once moistened with 
the sweat of St. Joseph’s toil, and saw the little 
chamber of the Annunciation, where the Blessed 
Virgin Mary held Jesus in her arms after she had 
borne Him there in her virginal womb; I even put 


15 


The Pilgrim’s Path 


my rosary into the litte porringer used by the 
Divine Child. How sweet those memories! 

“But our greatest joy was to receive Jesus in His 
own House, and thus become His living temple in 
the very place which He had honored by His 
Divine Presence.... At Loretto, the Basilica is 
built around the Holy House, enclosing it as a pre- 
cious stone might be enclosed in a casket of white 
marble. However, the exterior mattered little to 
us, it was in the diamond itself that we wished to 
receive, the Bread of Angels....God favored us; 
for a Priest was on the point of celebrating Mass. 
Oh, the ecstatic happiness of that Communion; no 
words can describe it. What will be our joy when 
we communicate eternally in the dwelling of the 
King of Heaven?” 

The memory of these golden hours gladdened 
her in Carmel’s bowers....But she must sing the 
sadness of the sweet music of pain ere memory’s 
magic would bring such joy. Yet all the while with 
a cheerful smile she strewed her rose-petals before 
the feet of the Little Jesus. Her pleading at Rome 
by many a shrine, the Pope’s kind refusal, served 
but to deepen the mine of golden love within her. 
God’s Will was her sole desire; His Love the con- 
suming fire. And her failure became a triumph. 
The fragrance of the Rose of Lisieux was soon 
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wafted through the gates of Carmel. Her prayer 
was heard. And at the age of fifteen this Little 
Queen entered. It was on the feast of the An- 
nunciation, April 9, 1888, and on September 8, 
1890 she was professed. “The Nativity of Mary 
was a beautiful day to become the Spouse of 
Jesus.”’ As she tells it; “It was the little new-born 
Holy Virgin who presented her Little Flower to 
tives Little Jesus.” 

The cloister of Carmel was the only soil on earth 
for this Little Flower. Here the strength of her 
mission grew daily in power. The white rose of 
her love became whiter each day, it blushed at His 
kiss; she would love Him alway. Deeply did she 
drink of these sanctities. Her littleness became a 
“lift” unto her Mother’s arms. And there she 
ascended to the golden stair. As a little child she 
dreamed of Heaven under the radiance of Mary’s 
smile. For her Carmel was Home; it was Heaven 
on earth; yet Home without Mother might never 
give birth to her singing; it was Mother’s love that 
kept her a-bringing sweet petals of flowers—her 
roses—the long happy hours. How she loved her! 
She was her little one; in true simplicity she rested 
upon her breast and there her baby-talk was at its 
best. “Dearest Mother,” she would say to her, “it 
seems to me that I am happier than you. I have 
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you for my Mother and you have no Blessed Vir- 
gin to love—it is true you are the Mother of God 
and I—poor little creature—am not your handmaid 
but your child! You are the Mother of Jesus and 
you are also mine.” 

A child in Mother’s arms is safe and kept frora 
all alarms. A smile of peace is on its cheek while 
angel wings surround it. Free from care it has 
to be; for Mother guards it happily. And so it 
was with Little Thérése. Thérése cuddled close to 
her Mother, second place in her heart she would 
give to no other. This gentle peace made her the 
picture of happiness. Nothing disturbed her. 
“Verily it was sweet,” she wrote, “to surrender 
Jesus my will. I want Him to take possession of 
my faculties in such wise that my acts may no 
longer be mine.....For years I have not belonged 
to myself....He is free to do with me as He 
pleases.” And it was Mother’s love that helped 
her from above to this secret of peace and 
happiness. 

“She served the Lord in peace,” was the answer 
given to a priest who sought the secret of her 
sanctity. Yes, this was the full and harmonious 
song of her soul. The fruit of the Holy Ghost 
was within her. Her smiling grace makes this 
world a better place. Her spirit was free and she 
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was humble, as humble as could be. From her 
little deeds she tore the weeds of self away; cheer- 
fully she tripped as a child along the little way. 

Her winning smile shows us the beauty of Love 
of God free from guile. It draws us to her little 
way. Even as the bee gently seeks the honey 
from the flower’s golden cup, so we turn with 
hearts that burn in love to this Little Flower of 
Jesus. It is not so hard to love God after all. 
In her sweet way this message is enthralling. “It 
is truly the little,” we hear her say, “that carries 
Heaven by storm alway.” 

Let Little Thérése then be your teacher. Her 
way is sure. “If it is not I will come to tell you,” 
are her own words, but her return has been only 
to confirm it. Her simplicity is beautiful as she 
smiles her way through the gates of Heaven. 
Sweet Mother Mary must have smiled, too, as she 
came to greet her. She could not forget her little 
child. She would remember her words: “O, Mary, 
were I Queen of Heaven and wert Thou Théreése 
I should wish to be Thérése that I might see Thee 
Queen of Heaven.” And the rays of the sun 
never beamed like Sweet Mother’s smile. 

May it ever beam upon us and cheer us on our 
way. Little Thérése among the Angels, for us all, 
do pray. 
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CHAPTER THREE 
Poe TP PSOECRETARY OF, JESUS, 


VOICE rang clear and strong through 

the grand Basilica. Above the thous- 

ands within it throbbed in harmony. 

From the throne of St. Peter it flowed 

and its tremulous notes showed the love of the 
Holy Father for the Great Little One just raised 
to the altars. On and on it sped over the seven’ 
hills of Rome, “across the margent of the world;” 
for Peter had spoken through Pius: “I entreat 
Thee to let Thy Divine Eyes rest upon a vast num- 
ber of little souls. I entreat Thee to choose in this 
world a legion of little victims of Thy love.”—It 
was the prayer of Saint Thérese of the Child Jesus. 
Its echo was already breathing far and wide as 
many hearts throbbed with a holy pride for their 
little friend: yes, they would follow her to the very 
end. With the winged speed of the radio its mes- 
sage was caught in beautiful Como. In a clois- 
tered home by the mountains high souls were 
attuned happily. Its lovely lakes in the golden 
gleam of the sun’s sweet smile sparkled merrily 
for many a mile. It was a dream in itself to see; 
a fitting frame for such harmony. Within the 
cloister a Mother’s eyes beamed happily in glad 
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surprise as a pilgrim came from far-off Rome with 
that song in his heart, the song that was in her 
own. She welcomed his song for it led her along 
the days of old when “Nigna,” her darling, with 
heart of gold, lingered in love; these walls for both 
were a treasure-trove. 

This soul of beauty, Sister Benigna Consolata, 
first smiled sweetly to an angel’s whisper on 
August 6, 1885. It was the feast-day of the 
Transfiguration. Turin, the home of the Holy 
Shroud and Blessed Cottolengo’s House of Provi- 
dence, opened its arms to this little treasure. Here 
she blossomed in the sunlight of God’s Love; here 
she rose with the wings of a dove far up the 
heights of the mountain of God. It was in Novem- 
ber, 1902, that the sword of the spirit pierced her. 
She writes: “One day my soul felt sweetly at- 
tracted and I heard the voice of my God; it was so 
sweet that I scarcely dared to make a movement 
for fear of hearing it no longer, and while listening 
I wept with emotion. Jesus told me He would give 
Himself to me as a mother to a child, and that He 
would furnish me occasions of suffering for Him.” 

Like the trill of a bird that fills the void of an 
aching unheard, or the breath of a song awaken- 
ing sweet memories that have long been forgotten, 
His accents bathed her in gentle delight. Her 
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little way must lead to the very heights of the 
Mountain of Love. Many a torrent poured 
from the fountain of His Heart in golden 
stream—how He pleaded for love from His 
Little “Benigne”! “I am going to make of thy 
soul,” He told her, “a masterpiece of grace; take 
care not to interrupt its beneficent action; try to 
second My aspirations and be faithful to them.” 
As a child the pure atmosphere of the religious 
life had charmed her; placed under the care of the 
Sisters of St. Joseph she had been prepared for her 
first Holy Communion and for Confirmation by 
them. She longed to be as they—to consecrate her 
heart to Jesus forever. Even “as the hart pant- 
eth for the fountains of water” she thirsted for the 
cloister. She entered, in March, 1906, the Visita- 
tion Convent of Pignerol, only to have the cup of 
bitterness placed to her lips. She was compelled 
to leave. The Superior’s fears were not allayed 
by her extraordinary way. It was a cruel blow. 
Her heart was crushed. Still she trusted. Her 
Spouse Himself had directed her to the Visitation. 
He would not fail her. True enough. He was 
but brightening this diamond in the rough. Como 
with a smile welcomed her. It was December 30, 
1907, that she entered, and for almost nine years 
she breathed her Heaven within its hallowed walls. 
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The Visitation of Como “was the hollow place 
in the wall, the nest of the dove where He willed 
her to be.” Here she sang her canticle of love very 
happily. The secret of the King she treasured 
and as one set apart, like Sweet Mother Mary, it 
was locked in her heart. She guarded it well and 
only to a few chosen friends would she tell of the 
graces she received from on high; she would give 
Him full measure; she must love Him or die. Her 
way must be that of complete trust in God and self- 
surrender. Like the Little Flower in Heaven 
above she too would become a Little Victim of love. 
“She loved this Little Angel of Lisieux and strove 
to follow her little way,” her spiritual Mother who 
also listened to her secrets as Mistress of Novices 
writes. “During her Novitiate, in her retreat be- 
fore taking the habit, she breathed, ‘I want to be- 
come your Little Thérése of the Child Jesus!” 
And her wish has proved to be a burning prophecy. 
She too has a mission to help souls love God with 
the confidence of a child. 

In a flight of song that soared among the angel 
choirs Little Thérése reveals her holy desires: “O 
Jesus! could I but tell all little souls of Thine 
ineffable condescension!....I feel that if it were 
possible to find one more weak than mine Thou 
wouldst take delight in showering upon her great- 
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er favors still, provided that she abandoned her- 
self with entire confidence to Thine Infinite 
Mercy.” 

And Little Benigna learned her lesson well from 
her beloved instructress. She stooped so low, so 
very, very low that her Lover lifted her to the sum- 
mit of the Mountain of Love. “I am preparing 
the work of My Mercy,” He tells her. “I desire a 
new resurrection of society, but it will be a work of 
love. I shall make use of thee to communicate My- 
self to My creatures and to make known to them 
My Will.” 

She was to be the apostle of His tender mercy. 
The tenderness of a Mother for her babe is as a 
drop of water to the ocean of His Love for us. 
He loved even unto death. It is the “greater 
love’—yet man is so cold and heartless. “Be- 
hold,’’ He breathes to Sister Benigna, “I beg the 
love of my creatures who refuse it to Me and 
squander it upon things which pass away. They 
do not even think of giving it to Me. If thou 
knewest how painful it is to love so much and not 
be loved....I do not grow weary. I am always 
seeking love and none gives it to Me; not only they 
will not love Me but they hate Me.....I am always 
in search of hearts that love Me and I find only a 
small number. I lavish upon them the plentitude 
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of My graces. I have so great a love for the souls 
who are faithful to Me and let Me do what I please 
with them that I am as ready to gratify them as if 
it were a law to Me.” 

Little Benigna felt very sweetly the embrace of 
His love. The ocean of His tenderness He poured 
into her heart. He chose her as a manifestation of 
His Mercy and she consoled His Loving Heart; 
her sweet canticle of love charmed Him. And 
seeing her weakness and littleness He became little 
Himself. The pent-up tenderness of His love 
overflowed. In love with her He exclaimed: “How 
sweet is the name of Benigna. It is to Me like 
honey. If they wish to find Benigna, they must 
find her .in\ My Heart) “O. estsi?e aii 
Therése has said, “forgive me if I tell Thee that 
Thy Love reacheth even unto folly. And in face 
of this folly, what wilt Thou, but that my heart 
leap up to Thee? How could my trust have any 
limits?” “T no longer know how to name thee,” 
Jesus continues, “I have called thee My Lily, My 
Dove, My Queen; I call thee now the Apple of My 
Eye, the Heart of My Heart.” 

Could terms be more endearing? The milk of 
kindness of His voice, the light of love in His eye, 
are melting in their warmth, things that never wiil 
die. Who could say “Nigna” so tenderly as He? 
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How He must love! And why? “I have a human 
Heart,” He says, “and I love men—I tell thee 
again, My Little Secretary of Love, that thou may- 
est write it. Then I will cause it to be read, that 
souls may believe in My excessive love; men are 
My brothers.” 

Humility, confidence and love were the three 
fragrant flowers that blossomed so sweetly within 
the pure soul of this follower of the Little Flower 
of Jesus. They were the stepping-stones to the 
threshold of Sainthood. “I am never weary of 
looking upon a soul’s miseries,” He says to her. 
“My love is fed by consuming miseries; the soul 
that brings Me the most, if the heart is contrite 
and humble, is the one that pleases Me most, be- 
cause she gives Me an opportunity of exercising 
more fully My office of Saviour. But what I wish 
to say to thee, My Benigna, is that the soul ought 
never to be afraid of God, because God is all- 
merciful; the greatest pleasure of the Sacred Heart 
of Thy Jesus is to lead to His Father numerous 
sinners; they are My glory and My jewels. I love 
poor sinners so much!” 

Great things are not necessary in this path ot 
love. “Sanctity,” He says, “is composed of a mul- 
titude of little acts—God on His part favors the 
soul with a multitude of graces to which she ought 
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to correspond faithfully. It is the little things 
that please Him.” “I was plunged,” Little ‘Nigna’ 
writes, “in the consideration of my nothingness, 
seeing in myself so many miseries, when I heard 
Jesus say sweetly to me, ‘Sell them to My Mercy!’ 
Another day I had placed a statuette of the Infant 
Jesus near the sheet of paper on which I was writ- 
ing; a slight movement I made caused it to fall. I 
raised it immediately and gave a kiss to the Little 
Jesus, saying to Him: ‘If You had not fallen You 
would not have had that kiss.” And He answered 
me with incredible sweetness: ‘It is just the same, 
My Benigna, when thou hast committed an invol- 
untary fault; thou dost not offend Me; but the act 
of humility and love thou makest deliberately after- 
wards is the kiss thou givest Me, which I would 
not have received hadst thou not committed that 
imperfection.’ ” 

Little “Nigna” then gladdened the Heart of her 
Spouse. She loved Him “to the very quivering tip 
of the flame of love.’ And He thirsted for it. 
“Behold the Heart,” He tells us, ‘‘that has so loved 
men.” Yet the world dizzy in its whirlpool of 
pleasures has not time to think of Him; His plead- 
ing eyes would draw them on to the prize of a 
generous love but they only smile back in the pity 
of contempt or turn their backs on Him with cruel 
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indifference. Yet He will have love! He must 
have it. His Heart is too much on fire to be 
spurned in His holy desire! Man will not love 
Him. He will raise souls to love in their stead; 
He will raise up a legion of little victims of love, 
an army of lovers to console His saddened Heart. 
“My Benigna,” He says, “I am raising an army 
and I call souls to combat for Love. The most 
generous are they who serve in the first line.” “My 
Beloved,” He continues, ‘‘seek for Me victims who 
are willing to immolate themselves for the glory 
of My Heart. My Heart is full of mercy not only 
for thee but for all.” 

Could Love be more pathetic? Truly “The 
Charity of Christ urgeth us.” And Little Benigna 
pressed on so sweetly! She would live, she would 
love, she would die for Him. And towards life’s 
closing she was to be consumed for Him. It was 
on November 12, 1912, that her beloved Mother 
led to the altar this Little Victim for her Solemn 
Profession. Sweeter than the soul of a bell no 
language can tell the music of that day. The royal 
road of Calvary she now must ascend; suffering 
sweetly extended its arms to her, “Thou must needs 
lend Me thy body for suffering,” He breathed to 
her, and gladly did she kiss the cross He be- 
queathed. Daily her sufferings grew more and 
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more but whiter and whiter her love-thoughts flew 
to Heaven. During the last few years of her life 
her soul was ever watching in the strife. She slept 
but little. The demon raged against her. It was 
terrible, but her trust was true. ‘‘O my Mother, 
how I suffer,” she would say, “but I am happy the 
live-long day.” And again: ‘The little lamb is on 
the funeral pyre and the flames are beginning to 
scorch her.” One evening in her tears she whis- 
pered: “I weep because I see Jesus Who is doing 
Himself violence to make me suffer; He is forced 
to it, having chosen me for a victim; but it costs 
Him to hide from me His Love.” 

But her Beloved would: not: wait any longer for 
His Little “Nigna”. Her measure was full: He 
would crown her with the roses of His Love. It 
was the First Friday of the month, September 1, 
1916, that she flew to His loving embrace. In the 
arms of her beloved Mother “she opened her eyes 
suddenly, then appeared to fix them on a distant 
and luminous point of light, and expired.” It was 
beautiful. A gentle flash of light seemed to follow 
her winged flight to her home sweet home. She 
had answered the angel’s whispering, “Come.” 

Love’s Victim has now become Love’s Triumph. 
Her mission is beginning. Like Little Thérése, 
she, too, is the messenger of His Love—His Little 
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Herald smiling from above. “Thou shalt write,” 
Jesus said to His Little Secretary. “Thine is to 
taste the gift of God in silence. Others shall prop- 
agate these pages for the glory of God; shall dis- 
tribute these treasures.” And such treasures! 
They are bathed in an ocean of tenderness. 

Let us join in her sweet singing; if we truly love 
we must. Let us daily breathe her motto: “Sweet 
Jesus, in Thee I trust.” 
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HE heart is human but a divine kingdom 
is within. It is small yet its throbbing 
can enthrall the very God of Love. At- 
tuned to its beat a sweet love-song may 

pierce the blue sky; for within is a secret that never 
will die. Its life-blood may send the rose to the 
cheek to gladden the eyes of the meek Jesus. It is 
the target of the darts of love from Heaven above 
that wound it very gently. Love’s fire may make 
it expand till it bursts ecstatic to a happier land. 
*Tis a world, a Heaven, a temple, a shrine, it has 
all that God wishes to make it divine. 

’T was in this Heaven of Little Théreése that the 
Little Child Jesus dwelt. The kingdom of Heaven 
was within her. In her heart He set up His 
throne. She loved to gaze upon Him alone. This 
simple look enkindled a fire that filled her dear soul 
with holy desire. She would love Him and spend 
herself to the end. Her little heart throbbed in 
loving unison with His own. 

Even as a child, on the day of her First Holy 
Communion, this music breathed in sweetest tone. 
“On that day of days, the most beautiful of all the 
days of my life,” she writes, “how sweet was the 
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first embrace of Jesus! It was indeed an embrace 
of love. I felt that I was loved and I said: ‘I love 
Thee and I give myself to Thee forever.’ Jestis 
asked nothing and claimed no sacrifice; for a long 
time He and Little Thérése had known and under- 
stood one another. That day our meeting was 
more than simple recognition, it was perfect union. 
We were no longer two. Thérése had disappeared 
like a drop of water in the immensity of the ocean. 
Jesus alone remained—He was the Master, the 
King!” And towards the close of life she could 
sing: “My God, Thou knowest that I have ever de- 
sired to love Thee alone. It has been my only am- 
bition. Thy love has gone before me even from 
the days of my childhood. It has grown with my 
growth, and now it is an abyss whose depths I 
cannot fathom.” 

His Love was her very life; she must die with- 
out it. And it was so simple. She went to Him 
as a child. She did not fear Him. He was her 
Jesus. “In truth,” she says, “I had long known 
that the Lord is more tender than a mother.” So 
in His loving arms she rested. Like a star in the 
night His words shone so clearly to guide her 
aright. The words “As the Father hath loved 
Me, I also have loved you,” were as the sound of 
the sea to her heart. She would give Him full 


34 


“Behold The Heart’ 


measure as one set apart. He loved her as God 
the Father of might loved Jesus in Whom He 
found His delight. Such love she well knew, 
was vast as could be; no Mother’s heart burned 
quite so tenderly. “She had sounded the depths 
of more than one Mother’s heart,” and as true as 
the arrow that speeds from the bow she plunged 
in this Love where the pure lilies grow. 

With this lily blossoming within her soul Little 
Thérése during her visit in Paris ascended the 
Funiculaire to the magnificent Basilica of Mont- 
martre. Higher and higher to the summit did she 
go, and then the busy city lay smiling below. It 
was a sacred spot, watered by the red, red drops 
of martyrs’ blood. With the zeal of martyrs she 
stood on this place. It was the hill where St. 
Denis, Apostle and Bishop of Paris, and his com- 
panions, St. Rusticus and St. Eleutherius, in the 
third century gave witness to the “greater love.” 
And now a majestic pile of many towers breathe 
their praises through the singing hours. 

“Tt is the ex-voto of France” to the Sacred 
Heart of Jesus. For two centuries such a shrine 
was the burning desire of His Heart. St. Mar- 
garet Mary, hidden in the cloister of the Visitation 
at Paray-le-Monial, had felt this fire. He confided 
to her that “He wished an edifice to be erected to 
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the glory of His Divine Heart.” But His plea re- 
inained unheeded.. It was only after the national 
disaster of 1870 that France truly awakened to a 
realization of such a need and endeavored to ful- 
fill His request. But it was not without a struggle. 
Finally, however, under the Presidency of Mar- 
shall McMahon, after much opposition, the Na- 
tional Assembly on July 25, 1873, declared by a 
special law “that it was of public utility to erect a 
monument to the Sacred Heart”. “It was 
France’s national act of reparation.” “What St. 
Margaret Mary could not obtain from Louis XIV, 
that which Louis XIV had promised in prison,” 
was at last realized. 

Glorious it stands, a Basilica of Love and Rep- 
aration. The engraving above and behind the 
main altar: “Sacratissimo Cordi Jesu, gallia 
penitens et devota”—“The offering of a penitent 
and devoted France to the Sacred Heart of Jesus” 
—tells its purpose. Truly, Montmartre “is the 
holy Mountain of Paris.” 

It was towards this crown of glory that one 
whom Little Thérése loved wended his way. In 
his heart was a prayer to the Little Flower who 
had been there. Slowly ascending the steep incline 
he was awakened from his reveries by the words 
“Petite Thérése.” Yes, two more lovers of this 
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Little Great One had passed. Under the vast 
dome, placed on high upon the main altar so hap- 
pily, was the God of Love raining His blessings 
down from above. Hourly waiting upon His 
Throne He thirsts for souls to become His own. 
The majestic mosaic of the Sacred Heart that gilds 
the dome bespeaks this love pleadingly. And His 
love is not unanswered. Through the long hours 
of the morning the Holy Sacrifice on the many 
altars is continually offered; thousands hasten to 
receive Him within their souls, pilgrimages are 
frequent, and grace abounds. 

Amidst the throng of, one of these pilgrimages, 
with prayer and song ascending, the voice of the 
Little Flower was heard blending some years be- 
fore in a solemn act of consecration to the Sacred 
Heart. She was but fourteen at the time and little 
both in spirit and in stature, yet beautiful to behold. 
The admiring gaze of many were upon her, still 
she knew it not or if it flashed across the mind it 
as quickly passed away; for her heart had the light 
of a golden day. She was absorbed in childlike 
prayer while angels above shared her love. Their 
wings were ready to fan the fire that flamed white- 
ly with holy desire. Her pure heart burned with 
His love, the love that was spurned by the many. 
Her eyes sparkled with the light of Heaven as she 
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made her act of self-surrender. How she longed 
to spend and be spent for Him in reparation for 
the love He does not receive! Even then she was 
seeking the Golden Grail. 

“Behold the Heart!’ The Heart of Our Lord 
was enough to pierce her soul with the sword of 
pain; she would become a victim for the Lamb that 
was slain. As the heart panteth after the foun- 
tain of water, she longed to console His wounded 
love. His gaping side was her treasure-trove. 

Saint Margaret Mary in beautiful Paray had 
felt the self-same love in an extraordinary way. 
“The Divine Spouse,” she tells us, “granted me 
the incomprehensible favor of which I am so un- 
worthy of allowing me to rest on His Heart with 
His beloved disciple and of giving me His Heart, 
His Cross and His Love.” Saint Thérése was 
not unaware of these wondrous favors granted to 
one of her own country-women. No doubt she had 
heard of the “Great Apparition” in 1675 when the 
humble Visitandine, Saint Margaret Mary, saw 
and heard as if she were in Heaven: 

“Behold the Heart which has so loved men, 
which has spared nothing even to being exhausted 
and consumed in order to testify to them Its love. 
And the greater number of them make Me no 
other return than ingratitude, by their coldness and 
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forgetfulness of Me in the Sacrament of Love. 
But what is still more painful to Me is that souls © 
who are consecrated to Me use Me thus.” 

“Love is repaid by love alone,” and the Little 
Flower was drawn to Him with magnetic power. 
She would answer His loving appeal. She would 
not sadden but would gladden His Heart. She 
would become a little toy, a little ball for His de- 
light. As a little child she would love Him with 
all her might. As a beloved daughter of Mother 
St. Teresa she would answer her thirst for true 
lovers to whom He might turn for consolation. 
She would become His little Victim. This desire 
consumed her. It grew with her growth. 

She would love Him generously and, thus 
drawn, would draw others to love Him. Her zeal 
increased with her love and at the close of her pil- 
grimage on earth it burned with the purest flame. 

“Jesus!....Oh! I would so love Him!” she 
breathed to her sister, “love Him as He has never 
yet been loved!” 

Love was her Heaven upon earth and it was to 
be her Mission in Heaven. ‘Once she interrupted 
a Sister who was speaking to her of the happiness 
of Heaven, by the sublime words: ‘It is not that 
which attracts me.’ ‘And what attracts you?’ 
asked the other. ‘Oh, it is Love! To love, to be 
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loved and to return to earth to win love for 
Love!’ 

And her Love conquered. Even before her 
death she knew it. The veil of the future was 
lifted. “Yea, all my hopes will be fulfilled.... 
Even now I know it,” she tells us. “Verily the 
Lord will work wonders for me, and they will in- 
finitely surpass my boundless desires.” 

And again, she breathed to her sister: “I feel 
that my mission is about to begin—my mission to 
make others love God as I have loved Him....To 
teach souls my little way....1 WILL SPEND MY 
HEAVEN IN-DOING GOOD UPON BARES 

Truly her words have been prophecies. She has 
“both looked upon and come down” to us. And 
the gladdened world is beginning to catch some of 
the fragrance of this Rose of Lisieux. “I have 
never given the Good God aught but love, it is with 
Love He will repay,” she has said. It is so true! 
“After my death I will let fall a shower of roses.” 
And she has done so! 


May she shower them upon us, 

Roses touched with Heaven’s breath. 
Little Flower of rarest whiteness, 

Guide us till the hour of death. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 
HE LITTLE PLOW ER-OF JESUS 


T WAS in the priest’s garden. Mass was just 
over. Through the open door she came. The 
flowers smiled happily as she passed. As if 
in gratitude she bent low and tenderly pressed 

one to her lips. It was the song within of a soul 
without sin. But a short while before she had re- 
ceived the kiss of Jesus. Her lips had been em- 
purpled with His Precious Blood. And in that 
little flower she saw His Love and wondrous 
power. 

She was old but the heart was young, and many’s 
the canticle of love she sang to her Lover mild; 
she was old but her innocence was truly that of a 
child. Her heart’s pure gold had purchased its 
brightness in suffering untold. Unseen, I saw her 
as she kissed the flower and its fragrance is with 
me this many an hour. 

Was it not this self-same song that Little 
Thérése sang so sweetly in her beloved Lisieux? 
She loved the little flowers; amongst, them she 
passed many happy hours. “I remember the Sun- 
day walks,” she tells us, “when my dear Mother 
always accompanied us; and I can still feel the 
impression made on my childish heart at the sight 
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of the fields bright with cornflowers, poppies and 
marguerites. Even at that age I loved far- 
stretching views, sunlit spaces and stately trees; in 
a word, all nature charmed me and lifted up my 
soul to Heaven.” 

The poesy of her life flowed in gentle stream, its 
beauty lay in things unseen. “She drew the boit 
of nature’s secrecies and in their delicate fellow- 
ship was one.” No wonder; for the kingly sun 
from his golden chalice had poured liquid gold 
upon this Little Flower to cause the white rose- 
petals of her heart to unfold. No other flower on 
this earth’s green sod has breathed like fragrance 
to the Heart of God. 


“She knew all the swift importings 
On the wilful face of skies; 
She knew how the clouds arise 
Spumed from the wild sea-snortings.” 


be 


“Speaking of clouds,” she writes, “I remember 
how one day when we were out, the blue sky be- 
came overcast and a storm. came on, accompanied 
by vivid lightning. I looked around on every side, 
so as to lose nothing of the grand sight. A thun- 
derbolt fell in a field close by, and, far from feeling 
the least bit afraid, I was delighted—it seemed that 
God was so near. Papa was not so pleased, and 
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put an end to my reverie, for already the tall grass 
and daisies, taller than I, were sparkling with 
raindrops, and we had to cross several fields to 
reach the road. In spite of his fishing-tackle, he 
carried me in his arms while I looked down on the 
beautiful, jeweled drops, almost sorry that I could 
not be drenched by them.” 

Is it surprising that she is called the Little 
Flower? Why, the language of the flowers is ever 
in her singing—her sweet song of love. She 
breathed from all nature the fragrance of “the 
Flower of the field and the Lily of the Valley.” 
“And as a drop of dew” she lay hidden in the heart 
of this beautiful flower. A lover of Beauty her 
joy was serene and her Faith was as vision in 
things yet unseen. | 

With soul thus attuned she gazed admiringly on 
the marble and bronze statues of Il Campo 
manto, of Genoa.— “This cemetery,’ she says, 
“charmed us.” Laid out partly on level ground 
and partly on a hill, its groves and flowers are 
picturesque. The mountains stand in their majes- 
ty as sentinels in the background. Throughout 
the long arcades she passed, viewing one marvel 
after another. Here she could see the personifi- 
cation of sorrow, a bronze statute resting on the 
steps of the tomb placing a little flower in bloom. 
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There, nearby, was a marble form of a widow with 
child held on high to kiss its father’s effigy, while 
a second little one is kneeling in prayer. Art is at 
its best in this place of peaceful rest. One feels 
drawn to follow the flight of the happy soul in the 
sculptured form of a woman ascending to Heaven; 
little angels descend to greet her with wreaths of 
flowers. But who is that Monk standing by the 
coffin—look—he reads with open book....Has he 
life? Ah, no. It is but the ascetic soul in marble 
seen reading prayers for what has been. One 
more beautiful group can make the spirit stoop to 
conquer the narrowness of pride; the joys of 
Heaven alone are what abide. A young girl with 
wreath of roses in marble form discloses God’s 
love. She has already passed away, but she comes 
to pray for her sister. With finger pointed to the 
skies she shows her where a treasure lies. It is 
beautiful to see how marble can breathe. Grief, 
sorrow and peace with true resignation are in the 
living forms that pass before one’s view. One can 
almost see the tear that does not fall, or hear the 
prayer said that is not uttered. 

It was this charm that made the heart of Little 
Thérése warm to this holy spot. Even in later years 
she could not forget its beauty. To see God in 
everything was for her a duty. “The whole vast 
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enclosure,” she writes, “is covered with marble 
statues, so exquisitely carved as to be lifelike and 
placed with an apparent negligence that only en- 
hances their charm. You feel almost tempted to 
console the imaginary personages that surround 
you, their expression so exactly portrays a calm 
and Christian sorrow. And what works of art! 
Here is a child putting flowers on its father’s 
grave—one forgets how solid is marble—the deli- 
cate petals appear to slip through the fingers. 
Sometimes the light veils of the widows, and the 
ribbons of the young girls, seem floating on the 
breeze. We could not find words to express our 
admiration.” 

One of these white statues filled a lover of Little 
Thérése with intense delight. It was that of a 
child of full stature scattering flowers from Hea- 
ven. It charmed him. He saw in it the poetry 
of her Mission of Love. She, too—it may be true 
—had gazed upon it. Did she think then of her 
Mission of scattering roses from above? Its 
Italian inscription was radiant with love: 


“Papa, Mamma, (he read) 

Do not weep. 

Here above it is so sweet 

With Grandma always I can sing, 
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My happiness is an eternal spring 

In scattering flowers of heavenly joy 

Upon you, my peace is one without alloy. 

Beloved dear ones, in Heaven above 

My heart is throbbing for you in love. 
(Aleardi) 


It was the very thought that Little Théreése 
penned as she neared the heavenly shore. She too 
would scatter flowers of heavenly joy and a child- 
like peace without alloy. “I have never given the 
Good God aught but love; it is with love He will 
repay; after my death I will let fall a shower of 
roses,” are her own words. And her prophesy is 
so true. “She is literally spending her Heaven in 
doing good on earth.” Her roses, white and red, 
are sweetly verifying what she said. Since her 
death the world is fragrant with their breath. No 
part of the wide universe is forgotten. Wherever 
one goes he hears of her. It may be in any state 
of our glorious land—in the depths of China or by 
the sands of darkest Africa, in every country 
throughout the world her banner of love is gently 
unfurled to the breeze. All love her—this Little 
Therese. During the Great War she was a guar- 
dian angel to thousands. Ask the French Poilu 
and he will tell you that this is true. Truly, she 
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has captivated the heart of the Catholic world. 
Her miracles are so numerous and marvelous that 
they dazzle you. “Verily the Lord has. worked 
wonders for her and they have infinitely surpassed 
her boundless desires.” 

And nowhere is it truer than in the foreign field. 
She is the little Sister of Missionaries. They 
share her love; the Missions are the special object 
of her care. “Ever since I came to Carmel,” she 
writes, “I have thought that if Our Lord did not 
take me quickly to Heaven, my lot would be that 
of Noah’s dove, and that one day he would open 
the window of the Ark and bid me fly to heathen 
lands, bearing the olive branch. This thought has 
helped me soar above all created things.” And 
towards the close of her life she expressed a desire, 
if Our Lady cured her, to go to far-off Tonkin in 
Indo-China. Strongly impelled to answer the ap- 
peal of the Carmel of Hanoi she began a Novena 
to Blessed Theophane Veénard, the Martyr of Ton- 
kin, for her cure. But God willed otherwise; it 
was not long before her Carmel was above the 
skies. But this desire still blossoms in her heart 
as seen in the roses of her showering. On earth 
she had but two missionaries to adopt; now the 
whole wide world seems to be in her thought. 

Like the “tiny night-light” she spoke of to her 
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sisters, the spark of her love is setting “the whole 
earth on fire.” From pole to pole it is spreading. 
It is marvelous how millions love her. She is the 
little herald of God’s love to all. Even those out- 
side the fold are drawn to this heart of gold. To 
know her is to love her, and to love her is to love 
Him Whom she loved so well. The love she is 
spreading on earth only eternity will tell. 

Let us join in this sweet harmony of love while 
yet we may. Grant us, Saint Thérése of Jesus this 
love of purest ray! 
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CHAPTER SIX 


ROMA 


T was early in the morning; a silvery river of 
song flowed over the waking city; peal after 
peal from the chimes of the many churches 
mingled in sweetness. With love in the heart 

there was a completeness to it all. Its voice of 
praise but served to enthrall the simple soul seek- 
ing to extol God’s love and mercy. 

Above the Tiber’s storied waters, encircling the 
majestic dome of St. Peter’s, into the vaulted re- 
cesses of the Castle San Angelo, kissing the sacred 
soil of many a martyr’s trysting place, the melody 
flowed gently. The rare blue sky, happily dotted 
with white-spangled clouds, smiled down its con- 
tentment. The air was clear and the sun shone 
cheerily. It was a delightful May morning in 
sunny Italy. 

Happy as the day, with love in his heart, a pil- 
grim was wending his way through the Holy City 
in the footsteps of Little Thérése. The Great 
Little One had been crowned but two days before. 
As a witness, it had filled him with a golden store 
of bright memories; little else on earth could have 
filled him with such delight. The chimes of 
silvery-throated bells soaring to the sky had 
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breathed the glad tidings very happily. Their 
music trembled as it fell on the breeze; it seemed 
to whisper, “Love Saint Thérése.” 

She too had listened to their silvery song when 
in Rome as a pilgrim she journeyed among the pre- 
cious scenes that breathe their magic in this land 
of dreams. Glorious Saint Peter’s, close to the 
skies, must have seemed a Heaven to her childlike 
eyes. She must have felt its vastness as she hum- 
bly knelt by his crypt. She wandered around this 
magnificent pile with love in her heart, and her 
heavenly smile beamed with delight. Its wealth 
of treasure was beyond measure for her. Near 
the entrance she could see the statue of Saint 
Teresa whose daughter she wished to be. Did the 
cherub’s little arrow pierce her soul gently as she 
gazed on this Mother whom she loved? Her heart 
alone could impart this to us. Further up the 
vast nave, on the side, was the altar of the Catho- 
lic’s pride—that of the Madonna del Soccursu. 
What a beautiful place to plead for the favor the 
desire of which was burning brightly within her 
breast! From altar to altar one may go and let 
his thoughts run in gentle flow to the saints above, 
the saints whose precious remains are in this 
treasure-trove. Here was the tomb of Pope St. 
Leo the First who saved Rome from Attila, the 
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“scourge of God.” Nearby were the bones, more 
precious than jewels, of Popes St. Leo II, III, IV. 
They are preserved under the altar dedicated to the 
Virgin of the Column. Not far away is the shrine 
of Pope St. Gregory, saint of a later day. By 
statue and shrine sublime thoughts may arise—it’s 
a heavenly Jerusalem dropped from the skies. 
Wonderful St. Peter’s! The breath of Heaven 
is within thee; thy halls and walls are sacred with 
saintly memory. Treasures of art are in thy keep- 
ing. God’s sainted ones are sleeping in thee. 
Thou hast the key of a golden store. Thou art 
built on the rock to stand till time is no more. The 
saints of thy story have filled thee with glory and 
many a one has looked upon thee. They have 
knelt by thy altars and their love faltered not as 
they gladly gave in their fullest measure. No 
wonder we ponder and our gentle thoughts become 
fonder when we dwell on these sweet memories. 
From the dizzy heights of this queen of all the 
churches the sombre ruins of that amphitheatre of 
amphitheatres, the Coliseum, could be seen through 
the telescope. This wondrous work of the Em- 
peror Titus—he who despoiled Jerusalem—‘not 
leaving a stone upon a stone’’—still stands. The 
triumphal arch commemorating his victory is near- 
by. Its strength has defied time and the elements. 
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Here amidst these ruins the Little Flower felt 
sweetly the power of the martyrs’ cry; she too 
would love Him generously and die. “How shall I 
describe the feelings which thrilled me when I 
gazed on the Coliseum,” she writes. “At last I 
saw the arena where so many martyrs had shed 
their blood for Christ. My first impulse was to 
kiss the ground sanctified by their glorious com- 
bats.” And she realized her wish. Under the en- 
closure, down amidst the dangerous ruins, she and 
her sister Celine scrambled. The guide had 
pointed out to them “a particular stone marked 
with a cross where the Martyrs had fought the 
good fight.” “This we found,’ she continues, 
“and we threw ourselves on our knees on this sa- 
cred ground. Our souls united in one and the 
same prayer. My heart beat violently when I 
pressed my lips to the dust reddened with the blood 
of the early Christians. I begged for the grace to 
be a martyr for Jesus, and I felt in the depths of 
my heart that my prayer was heard.” 

Truly it was a sacred spot. Here the ruby life 
drops of countless martyrs reddened the soil. Here 
those glorious heroes bore the toil of combat. 
They were the gladiators of a gallant fight and 
gave their full measure of loving aright. She 
could picture them as she stood in the centre be- 
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tween the many tiers. Some thousands of people, 
ranging in years from three score and ten to the 
sad child in tears, were looking on. The glorious 
sun could never shine upon a more cruel sight. To 
the West in front was, “the Emperor in his purple 
robe under the silken canopy; the Vestal Virgins 
both old and young held the lowest bench; then the 
gray haired Senators and the Knights took their 
place,” as was their right. Above them and around 
were the countless thousands. Scarcely a sound 
could be heard as a group of warriors in white 
appeared. 

They were the Christians. The sun shone 
brightly on their white faces; no more glorious 
group was bathed in its light. All eyes were 
turned on these holy men of God whose blood 
would soon redden the sun-gilded sod. But the 
eyes were not turned in sympathy. The crowd 
was as bloodthirsty as one could ever behold. There 
were frenzied shrieks and cries of hate and their 
thirst for blood could not be slaked. With 
thumbs reversed they were impatient to see the 
first victim of blood in his agony. And what was 
that noise as they stood by thousands? 

It was the clang of a gate, then a wild, deadly 
growl—yet no wilder than the howl of those 
human beings as they shrieked their wild hate. So 
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cruel is the sound that one feels Hell is here. But 
in those pure, loving hearts God’s grace abounds. 
The handful of men and women in white are now 
at the mercy of these mighty wild beasts. With 
eyes raised to Heaven and arms outstretched wide 
they pour out their best heart’s blood—in Love 
they abide. The air is tense—then a roar and stil 
other roars, confusion, a crushing of flesh and ot 
bones. Sharp cries are heard in pitiful tones— 
then blood—more and more blood—and silence—a 
silence that strains. But—the golden wings of 
angels linger unseen over the precious remains. 
It was such a vision that Little Thérése might 
have had as she stood in this place of renown. She, 
too, later on would cry out: “Above all I thirst 
for the martyr’s crown.” And she continues: “It 
was the desire of my earliest days, and the desire 
has deepened with the years passed in the Carmel’s 
narrow cell. But this too is folly, since I do not 
sigh for one torment; I need them all to slake my 
thirst. Like Thee, O Adorable Spouse, I would 
be scourged, I would be crucified! I would be 
flayed like Saint Bartholomew, plunged into boil- 
ing oil like Saint John, or, like Saint Ignatius of 
Antioch, ground by the teeth of wild beasts into a 
bread worthy of God.” This Little Flower loved 
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God with all the power of her soul. She must love 
Him and she would try to die out of love. 

But a brief stroll from the Coliseum is the fam- 
ous Forum of old. In the splendor of its 
ruins it stands. Its crumbled walls and weather 
beaten columns, to the thinking soul, breathe 
volumes of the past and show that earthly glories 
do not last. In this historic centre of the great 
Roman Empire—where the Gracchi fought and 
died, where done to death in pride of life the great 
Caesar fell, where Antony spoke and Cicero choked 
_the conspiracy of Catiline—the memories are rich 
in silvered history. Here the remains of the 
Temple of Concord can be seen, there the Temple 
of Vesta stands between the other ruins that show 
the vanity of all things earthly here below. 

Nearby these crumbling stones of Rome’s past 
glory are other sacred scenes rich in history. The 
Mamertine prison of Roman Law is something tc 
inspire the pilgrim with awe. It was within these 
damp walls that Saint Peter and Saint Paul were 
imprisoned. Here the fountain of water sprang 
forth at their word and their keepers were baptized. 
A song unheard breathed in their heart; they had 
chosen the better part. 

Golden memories filled the soul of Little 
Thérése during her pilgrimage to the Holy City. 
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At the Hotel du Sud she remained during her stay, 
but her heart abided with her Lover in the church 
not far away. Saint Andrea del Fratte was near- 
by, and she breathed many a sigh of love before 
the altar. She never would lose her child heart. 
As she went from one marvel to another in her 
' pilgrimage, her simplicity and littleness brought 
her simple peace and joy. “At Santa Croce, in 
Rome,” she tells us, ““we venerated the relics of the 
True Cross, together with two of the Thorns, and 
one of the Sacred Nails. I wanted to examine 
them closely so I remained behind, and when the 
monk in charge was going to replace them on the 
altar, I asked if I might touch the precious treas- 
ures. He said I might do so, but was doubtful if 
I should succeed; however, I put my little finger 
into one of the openings of the Reliquary and was 
able to touch the Sacred Nail once hallowed by the 
Blood of Our Saviour. You see I behaved towards 
Him like a child who thinks it may do as it pleases 
and looks on its Father’s treasures as its own.” 
But of all the marvels that she witnessed none 
other left so deep an impression as her visit to the 
Holy Father. “We spent six days, in visiting the 
great wonders in Rome,” she writes, “and on the 
seventh saw the greatest of all—Leo XIII 


Ce 
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We assisted at his Mass....a Mass of thanksgiv- 
ing followed and then the audience began.” 

Soon the Little Flower was kneeling before him. 
She had come to Rome athirst for Carmel. No- 
thing could quench that thirst. She must speak. 

“Holy Father,” she said, “in honor of your 
Jubilee, will you allow me to enter the Carmel when 
I am fifteen?” 

He looked at her kindly. “Well, my child,” said 
His Holiness, “do whatever the Superiors tell 
you.” 

But this could not satisfy her. Resting her 
hands on his knees she made a final effort: 

“Holy Father, if only you say, ‘Yes’ everyone 
else will agree.” He looked at her steadily and 
said clearly and emphatically: “Well, well! you 
will enter if it is God’s Will.” 

Little Thérése had made her final effort and it 
had failed. Yet in reality, it wasatriumph. Her 
tears fell gently. All seemed dark; even the beau- 
tiful Italian sky was in sympathy; “Heaven and 
she wept together.” An elderly Priest in “the land 
of the tear and the smile,” is still living who saw 
those diamonds gleaming in the eyes of this child 
of Paradise. He would console her when the 
father came and told him the true cause of her 
pain. “She has just asked permission to become a 
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Carmelite,” he said and Little Thérése hung her 
head sadly. And yet though the tears did fall, 
“her soul was flooded with the depth of peace.” 
She was truly cheerful Little Thérése. 

“Tt was not a dream, I was really in Rome,” 
Little Thérése has said; and this privilege deep- 
ened the faith within her. The Holy City, sanc- 
tified by the toil and blood of saints and martyrs, 
hallowed by the sacredness of its shrines and 
traditions, honored by the dignity and love of the 
great White Shepherd, and beautified by the kind- 
ness, courtesy and simplicity of its people, is truly 
the city of God. The abode of a St. Agnes, St. 
Cecilia, St. Peter and St. Paul could not but en- 
thrall a lover of God. 

And it enthralled dear Little Thérése. She loved ° 
God; she loved the Holy Church; she loved the 
Holy Father. “I wish,” she has said, “to be a true 
daughter of the Church, like our holy Mother, St. 
Teresa, and pray for all intentions of Christ’s 
Vicar. That is the one great aim of my life.” 

And how beautifully she has lived it! 


May we join in her grand Mission 
Of love along her little way, 
And pray for Christ’s own Vicar.— 
Saint Therése, with thee we pray. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 
SlsDRK ELIZABETH OF THE TRINITY 


T was the city of Carcassonne upon whose gates 
the glorious sun was shining. High up from 
the plain it stood in glory, a relic of, the past, 
rich in story. The thick-set walls and well- 

built towers were charming in the sunlight. One 
must not die without going to see this wondrous 
shrine of History. Such is the song that is sung 
among the peasantry and their tale dwells happily 
in memory. 

Each one of us has his Carcassonne—his dream 
of years, a dream that leads him “o’er moor and 
fen, by crag and torrent till the day is done.” The 
smiles and hopes that blossom from this fleur-de- 
lis are chords of life that blend in sweetest har- 
mony. Even in the gloom or by the tomb of sor- 
row’s darkest night “like hope eternal in the 
breast” it burns with brighter light. It is the star 
that glimmers gently from afar and at the close of 
life’s Amen it leads to the cave of Bethlehem. 

In this city of the past a chosen soul spent many 
a happy hour. Like Little Thérése she loved God 
with all the silent power of her heart; and now as 
one apart she too has begun to shower her lilacs of 
love; she has a mission bright from above. 
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Elizabeth is her name, and she is the daughter of 
a French army officer. Her father, Francois 
Joseph Catez, first kissed this angelic daughter on 
July 18, 1880, and her smile was that of a child of 
predilection. Reared in the camp, she breathed the 
warmth and generosity of the martial spirit, to be- 
come a little soldier of Christ. She would fight in 
the battle of Love against the hosts of darkness 
and she would gain the palm-branch of victory at 
the very height of this Mountain. At an early age 
she moved with her parents from Borges to Bur- 
gundy and finally settled in Dijon. 

It was on the feast-day of Saint Joan of Arc that 
a pilgrim wended his way along one of the narrow 
dusty roads of this ancient city. By the amuse- 
ment park, near the Church of St. Pierre where a 
holiday group had gathered, he wandered seeking 
the home of this Little Victim of God’s Love. The 
mildness and the softness of a Dijonnais Spring 
was around him. It was Maytime and the lilacs 
were clothed in their royal purple. The sweet tril- 
ling of a bird piercing the silence with its cry of 
bliss gave deeper tone to the evening’s mellowness. 
Within Carmel’s cloistered walls sweeter songs 
were being sung as love-thoughts with lilac-frag- 
rance were gently winging their flight to Heaven. 
It was a symphony in sweetness like the song of 
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Sister Elizabeth of the Trinity. Far-off—even as 
in the days of yore the soothing strains of the 
Bugler breathed their message. Many a camp has 
fallen into slumber to the melody of this martial 
song, many a footfall of marching feet had re- 
sponded to its call. The Romans of old heard it; 
so had the Burgundians, so now did the Dijonnais. 
And the pilgrim too was gladdened by its calling. 

He had come to Dijon out of love for his little 
friend; ah, well he knew how she had loved her 
Lover. She was a little child when the first call of 
the Bridegroom gently whispered to her soul. 
“One evening,” writes a venerable Canon of Car- 
cassonne, “whilst the little girls, tired of playing, 
were talking together in their childish way, Eliza- 
beth cleverly managed to draw near me, and even 
to clamber onto my knee. Bending towards me, 
she whispered: ‘Canon, I am going to be a Nun!’ 
I believe she was only seven years old. I shall al- 
ways remember the angelic way in which she said 
it. I can only say that from that time I never saw 
her pray, or heard her Confession, or gave her 
Holy Communion, without saying to myself, “That 
child is an angel!’”’ 

Years passed before she reached her true Car- 
cassonne—the Carmel of Dijon. It was on Aug- 
ust 2, 1901, that she flew to the arms of her Lover. 


61 


The Pilgrim’s Path 


She was His victim and daily she plunged deeper 
and deeper into the abyss of His Love. Her way, 
however, was simple. It was the little way of a be- 
loved Child of God. As with “Little Nigna,” con- 
fidence was her guiding star. She loved with the 
heart of a child. ‘I come quite simply,” she writes, 
“and keep close to Him like a babe in its mother’s 
arms, and let my heart go out to Him.” 

Thus she found her Heaven upon earth. The 
spirit of recollection deepened within her. Her 
heart thrilled with love at the thought of her Lover. 
She simply gazed upon Him. She was enamoured 
of Him. “I have found my Heaven upon earth,” 
she breathed, “since Heaven is God and God is 
within my soul. The day I discovered that, every- 
thing was made clear to me.” More and more her 
look of love pierced the centre of her soul wherein 
her Lover dwelt. She longed to spend her life lis- 
tening to His whisperings. “Alone with the Alone” 
was her motto. That was her ambition; and now 
it is her beautiful mission to lead souls to plunge 
into the vast ocean of His Love. As a little star 
silent and set in the immensity of the heavens she 
was absorbed in the vastness of God. She mar- 
veled at His Infinity, and as a little atom she was 
lost in His Heart. As the snow flakes of God’s 
grace fell in gentle shower upon her soul daily, she 
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felt His wondrous power. She grew gradually 
unto the image of Him Whom she loved. Trans- 
formed into that simple union where “each seemed 
to be the other and both are only one” she ran to 
the very heights of the Mountain of Love. 

Like Saint Mary Magdalen at the feet of the 
Master, she drank in every aspiration from His 
loving Heart. Her Heaven was in His eyes and 
His every word gladdened her. “Oh, how beauti- 
ful He is, my Beloved,” she writes, “I love Him 
passionately and in loving Him I become trans- 
formed in Him since He is so good. He is always 
with me. We love one another so much.” She 
would live, she would spend and be spent, she 
would die solely for Him. “Above all, that is what 
I ask,” she continues; “I ask for the martyrdom 
of love that consumed my Holy Mother, Saint 
Teresa. Since Truth has said that the greatest 
proof of love is to give one’s life for Him Whom 
she loves, I give Him mine. For long it has been 
His as I do only the things that please Him. If I 
am not a martyr of blood I wish to be of love.” 

The desires of her heart were the target toward 
which the arrows from the Divine Archer sped. 
Tipped with fire they left her soul inflamed and her 
thirst for love was such that could never be 
quenched. So it seemed to her as the Divine Eyes 
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beamed upon her with infinite tenderness. “O my 
Mother,” she writes, “but a little longer and you 
would not have had on earth any more Laudem 
Gloriae....Last evening my soul seemed so pow- 
erless. A flood of love poured within me. Words 
are bloodless to describe it. I was suffused with a 
fire of infinite sweetness and at the same time I[ felt 
as if I had received a mortal wound. I believe I 
would have died had it been prolonged.” 

Is not this the self-same song of the Little Flow- 
er? Her desires also were boundless—well-nigh 
infinite. “She too was wounded with Love. A 
dart of fire pierced her so ardently that she thought 
she would die.”’ Little Elizabeth uttered a similar 
cry; she had heard of the Little Flower. “TI entrust 
you to the care of a Little Carmelite Nun of 
Lisieux who died at the age of twenty-four in the 
odor of sanctity,” she wrote to a friend. “Her 
name is Thérése of the Child Jesus. She has the 
special grace of dilating souls, of inspiring them 
with love, confidence and self-surrender. She tells 
us that her happiness was found in forgetting self. 
Will you not join with me in praying to her every- 
day for the wisdom that makes saints and brings 
full peace and happiness?” One of her roses also 
fell upon this little Lawdem Gloriae. She pleaded 
with the Little Flower that she might be able to 
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walk once more and it was granted her. The mis- 
sion of Little Thérése then began with her death; 
she was known and loved by Sister Elizabeth. 

There is a star in every life that beckons one for- 
ward, there is a voice calling till the day is done, 
and Sister Elizabeth followed the star, heard the 
voice that called to her sweetly. “One day whilst 
discussing the ‘new name’ of which the Apocalypse 
speaks as being given to the elect she said that she 
found hers in Saint Paul. The Apostle writes that 
we have been ‘predestined according to the purpose 
of Him Who worketh all things according to the 
Counsel of His Will. That we may be unto the 
praise of His Glory.” Ephesians I, 11, 12. 

“T have found my vocation there,” she declared. 
a1 ain to be ‘the Praise of His:Glory’ eternally. I 
wish to be Laudem Gloriae here on earth.” And in 
the thurible of her heart she continually offered 
her incense of praise. The Three that she lovingly 
called the Most Holy Trinity became the absorbing 
thought of her life. She became Their Praise of 
Glory. As a crystal she mirrored Their Perfec- 
tions in her finite way. In her simplicity it seemed 
she was at perfect liberty. Following Saint John 
of the Cross “‘she exercised herself much in love so 
as to attain rapidly to perfection. Thus she was 
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not detained here below but was soon to see God 
Faceto tace.: 

The red blood of suffering, however, would 
course through her veins before the flush of vision 
would crimson her cheek. It sparkled ruby-like as 
she pressed the Cross to her lips. He was truly her 
all. “I rejoice in my sufferings,’ she sang with 
Saint Paul, “and fill up those things that are want- 
ing of the sufferings of Christ in my flesh.” And 
she continues, “Yes, I am glad to take part in the 
work of Redemption; I suffer, as it were, a contin- 
uation of His Passion. I want to reach Heaven 
not only with the purity of an angel but trans- 
formed into Jesus crucified.” 

And the Divine Victim of Love granted her de- 
sire. On the bed of the Cross she agonized during 
the last months of her life. She was in torture. A 
severe interior inflammation consumed her. She 
was literally scorched and could scarcely speak, 
yet the smile of her face was radiant. In this fur- 
nace the gold of her heart was purified. 

Happily and tremulously she sang her canticle 
of love for her “Three.” Was she not consecrat- 
ed to them? She was Sister Elizabeth of the Trin- 
ity. And in the light of Their love she saw the 
golden truths of eternity. “Everything passes,” 
she writes, “at the end of life Love only remains 
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....Ll was looking at our holy Mother just now,” 
she confided to the Mother Prioress, ‘and meditat- 
ing on her glory, I thought that her poor little 
daughter would be a long distance from her in 
Heaven. At the same instant it was said to me in 
the depths of my soul that Saint Teresa’s glory 
was less the reward of her great deeds than of her 
love, which was a great consolation to me. We 
have loved one another so deeply”—she pressed to 
her heart the Crucifix of her Profession day. “At 
the end of my life this teaching confirms all my 
special devotions. ... Now I wish to live solely for 
love.” 

It was on the morning of November 9, 1906, that 
the final call came. The bell of the Convent had 
sounded the first Angelus. Bathed in love she 
awaited the coming of the Divine Bridegroom. “TI 
Buvecineito tne Light, to Love,-to Lite... she 
whispered. The moments passed. A light seen 
neither on land nor on sea seemed to shine on 
this child of the Trinity. With head thrown back 
and eyes opened wide she gazed heavenwards and 
then—the light of her life flickered gently and was 
lost in the Light of Eternity. “I shall scarcely have 
reached the threshold of Paradise,” she had said, 
‘““when I shall rush there like a little rocket; for a 
Praise of Glory can have no other place for all 
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eternity.” And now in the bosom of the “Three” 
she is the “Laudem Gloriae” for all eternity. 

Her mission is beginning. It is to draw souls to 
Love and the Light within them. “In Heaven,” 
she tells us, “I believe my mission will be to draw 
souls to interior recollection, aiding them to set out 
from themselves so as to adhere to God by a move- 
ment very simple and loving; this great silence of 
their hearts will permit God to impress Himself in 
them and to transform them in Him. I should 
like,’ she continues, ‘“‘to keep myself as a little vase 
close to the divine source so that I might communi- 
cate life to souls by letting the waters of infinite 
charity overflow into them.” 

Elizabeth of the Trinity is now close to the Di- 
vine Source while the fragrance of her life is 
breathed by many. She sings a lyric among the 
Little Victims of God’s Love. Moreover, her Be- 
loved Three are charmed by its harmony. She is 
Their Little Queen of Song and she would urge us 
all to long for Their coming and to listen in silence 
to the gentle whisperings of Their Love. 

Let us then aid Little Elizabeth in her mission of 
Love by begging the “Three” to come down and es- 
tablish themselves in our hearts. Let us also strive 
to be as this Little Victim—Their Praise of Glory. 
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Then God the Father, God the Son and Holy 
Spirit, Three in One, will lead us gently, so gently, 
on to Heaven—our true Carcassonne. 
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PEE wer IEG RIMES me AT rs 


HE vastness of the mighty ocean, the 
strength of the star’s steady gleam, 
the power of a storm set in motion, the 
depths of things still unseen are living, 

trembling voices of the power and wisdom of God. 

The mountains—so high in the heavens, the sea 
in its mighty array, the sun afire in its splendor 
proclaimeth God’s glory alway. 

His Voice is heard throughout Nature, His Love 
wherever you go is breathing its message so sweet- 
ly to souls with love’s steady glow. 

It was in this atmosphere of God’s love that the 
Little Flower of Jesus read the wide-open book 
around her as she wended her way through the 
various cities of her pilgrimage. She saw God in 
everything; she sought Him in everything and in 
everything she found Him. 

Her soul thus attuned, she stood on the heights 
overlooking Mount Vesuvius in the deep crater be- 
fore her. From the fire within this immense cone 
a cloud of smoke ascended steadily with many a 
groan. A fire leaped resplendent at times and the 
red-lava life-blood fell around with a sigh. It was 
a majestic and awful sight as it told of Pompeii’s 
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fate. “Vesuvius did us the honor of emitting 
from its crater a thick volume of smoke,” Little 
Thérése tells us, “accompanied by numerous loud 
reports.” The traces of the devastation of Pompeii 
are terrifying. They show the power of God: 
“He looketh upon the earth and maketh it tremble; 
He toucheth the mountains and they smoke.” (Ps. 
Gilt waa.) 

On descending the steep hill of the funiculaire a 
magnificent view lay smiling before her. For miles 
around villages dotted the landscape. The deep 
blue of the Bay and the Islands were touched by 
the sun’s gold. The far-off Appenines gave char- 
acter to the picture. Naples had mingled many a 
tale with its blue and the gold. It was a panorama 
to gladden the eyes of Little Thérése. 

“At Naples,” she writes, “we made an expedi- 
tion to the Monastery of San Martino; it crowns a 
high hill overlooking the whole city.” True, the 
city sleeps peacefully beneath this height and the 
scenery is glorious in the golden sunlight. For al- 
most an hour in the slowly moving carriage, 
Thérése had been climbing to this summit. On 
and on—over the tortuous road—up and up and up 
ascending a path that seemed unending. The little 
stone cottages she saw on the way were neat and 
delightful. Through the wide-open doors she could 
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see the small altars with their red votive lights be- 
fore some statue or picture; for simple faith was 
here. Statues of the Sacred Heart and His Mother 
were frequent and Saint Anthony and Saint Rita 
received due homage. On one of the houses of this 
long narrow street was a fresco of Jesus—the Ecce 
Homo. It pictured Him with a reed in His Hands 
and the thorn crown on His Head, testifying to the 
love of the Heart that bled for us all; its humble 
pleading could start tears. As she stood by the wall 
that overlooked the Bay, the green fields, the hills 
and the city the Little Flower was charmed. Oh, 
"tis a pity she did not tell us the thoughts that rose 
from these noble heights through the sky’s Italian 
blue! 

It is less than a day’s ride from this city of clas- 
sic pride to the charming city of Assisi, the blessed 
abode of Saint Francis. Compact, like many of 
the old Italian cities, it is built on a hill and there 
the Church of Saint Francis breathes His spirit. 
To this city of God the Little Flower came and 
drank in His simplicity. It was truly the same as 
her own little message of love. She loved Him 
simply—even as the dove. 

On the summit of this olden town stood a pil- 
grim. The sunset gold was still aglow on the 
valley of Il Poverello—a glorious setting. The 
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horizon seemed heaven, so resplendently it shone 
in beauty. The clouds and the sun played hide- 
and-seek. Down deep into the valley streamed the 
golden rays of light. The trees in their emerald 
sheen smiled prettily. It was wonderful. God’s 
love was there; the pilgrim drank it in in great 
draughts. Is it any wonder that such a scene 
would raise the thoughts of Saint Francis to things 
invisible? He loved the sun, the trees, the flowers; 
he saw God’s love and His power in their beauty. 

It was after her memorable visit to the Holy 
Father that Little Thérése passed along the wind- 
ing, dusty road to the heights of beautiful Assisi. 
The green fields with their sun-kissed poppies, the 
sheen of the olive orchards, the simplicity and 
naturalness of the people, the touch of color in the 
white oxen slowly dragging their heavy burden— 
all this delighted her. Truly it was a city fair to 
see, this home of Saint Francis and beloved Saint 
Clare. 

At that time, little Thérése tells us: “I had lost 
all trust in creatures and could only lean on God 
Himself; yet my distress did not hinder me from 
taking a deep interest in the holy places we visited. 
In Florence we saw the shrine of Saint Mary Mag- 
dalen of Pazzi, in the choir of the Carmelite 
Church. All the pilgrims wanted to touch the 


74 


The Pilgrim’s Path 


saint’s tomb with their rosaries, but my hand was 
the only one small enough to pass through the grat- 
ing. So I was deputed for this important and 
lengthy task, and I did it with pride.” 

How little we know those who are round us! 
The pilgrims crowded around this young girl of 
fourteen that she might grant them a favor. They 
wished her to place their rosaries on the tomb of 
a Saint; and all the while they were giving them to 
a little saint and were foreshadowing the many 
clients that would go to her in later years. It was 
because she was little then, as today, that favors 
are asked of her. So it will be always. Her little- 
ness led her to sainthood and many are striving to 
follow her little way. God’s designs are wonder- 
ful. So often they are hidden and, in like manner, 
so are His Saints hidden. Cheerfully and sweetly 
they live for God’s love. The human touch in them 
is not lost in this great passion; it becomes more 
and more charming. Hidden and unknown, they 
learn to spend and be spent only for Him. Let us 
choose this better part and enkindle a like flame of 
love within our hearts. 

The soul of Saint Thérése was also charmed by 
the beauty of Northern Italy. The scenery is 
superb along the route from Florence to Padua. 
Now one sees the deep valleys with their promised 
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harvest of olives, then the fruitful vineyards stand- 
ing fragrant in the sun; here the mountains raise 
their peaks to the heavens, there a ribbon of river 
flows merrily. It is a land of wheat and vine, one 
that memory must ever cherish. But it is the 
mountains and the clouds in the Italian blue that 
give the distinctive tone to the picture. 

At Padua, in the Chapel of the Treasures with 
its numerous relics of many saints and its beautiful 
paintings Thérése venerated the tongue of Saint 
Anthony. She had come hither from Venice, the 
city of the Doges. The charm of the Queen of the 
Adriatic had its influence on her. “In Venice,” 
she writes, “the scene changed completely. In- 
stead of the bustle of a large city, silence reigned, 
broken only by the lapping of the waters, and the 
cries of the gondoliers as they plied their oars; it 
is a city full of charm but full of sadness.” She 
felt the grandeur of the place, its glory and re- 
nown, and with this its dark and hidden story. 
“Even the Palace of the Doges, splendid though it 
be, is sad,” she continues. “We walked through 
halls whose vaulted walls have long since ceased 
to re-echo the voices of the governors in their sen- 
tences of life and death. Its dark dungeons are no 
longer a living tomb for unfortunate prisoners to 
pine within. Whilst visiting these dreadful pris- 
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ons I fancied myself in the times of the martyrs, 
and gladly would I have chosen this sombre abode 
for my dwelling if there had been any question of 
confessing my Faith.” 

Here as always the soul of Thérése burned with 
holy love. She would give the Lord the full meas- 
ure of her heart’s treasure; she would love Him 
and die; to love was life to her, she would love to 
her last breath and forever. 

Years rolled on after this memorable visit and 
from her cloistered home came echoes of the same 
sweet song, sung now in deeper tone. “My heart 
thrills at the thought of what Christians are to 
suffer at the time of Anti-Christ,” she says, “and I 
long to undergo all these sufferings. ...Above all 
I thirst for the martyr’s crown.” She would love 
Him “to the very quivering tip of the flame of 
love” —“‘love Him as He has never yet been loved.” 
And her thirst was slaked. “The death of Love 
which I so much desire is that of Jesus on the 
Cross,” she had breathed; and her prayer was an- 
swered. “Dear Mother,” she exclaimed on the last 
day of her life, “the chalice is full to overflowing! 
I could never have believed that it was possible to 
suffer so intensely....I can only explain it by my 
extreme desire to save souls.” 

Little Thérése was then near the end of her pil- 
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grimage. She would soon be winging her flight 
with the angels. The moments passed and then— 
like the swan song in sweetest strain she sighed: 
“My God,<l...-love....Thee!”~ It wascherdace 
refrain. She died as she lived—a Victim of Love. 

“No sooner had her spotless soul taken its flight 
than the joy of that last rapture imprinted itself on 
her brow, and a radiant smile illumined her face,” 
we read in her life-story. It was the gentle radi- 
ance of her crown of glory. And that smile still 
beams on us today. From the heights of Heaven 
she looks down upon us and the roses of her show- 
ering are fragrant with her kiss. Her child heart 
is happy in its bliss. 

Let us love her, this Little Flower, and help her 
in her quest. To make her known to others is 
sweet. God does the rest! 
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T was the tenth of May. The well-armed chas- 
seurs were lined up in military fashion. The 
order had been given: “They shall not pass.” 
The crowds were gathering quietly near 

Louvre. The little showers that fell served only to 
prove the determination of the many to stay till the 
last line of the procession had passed. The eques- 
trian statut of St. Joan of Arc on this rue de Rivoli 
was beautiful in its crown of flowers. This Saint 
of France was triumphant now and the banner in 
her had served but to remind observers of her 
wonderful story. 

But what is that we hear? A cheer arises in- 
creasing in volume. An uneven line of men has 
forced itself forward, the soldiers still stand in 
solid array. Hearts beat fast; in spite of orders to 
the contrary these men have made their way 
through the militia. With quickened step and de- 
termined will they march until they stand before 
the statue. Nothing can stop them now. With 
hands and canes and hats on high they shout “Vive 
la France.” An electric current has enkindled this 
burning spirit in the motley throng. They have 
fought for their country; they must save her now, 
Never again would they bend to laws so unjust. 
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It was the spirit of St. Joan of Arc. Under the 
banner of Jesus and Mary she had saved France 
from slavery. And her children would profess 
her spirit as long as the sun shone upon their coun- 
try. The priest-soldier in cassock with medals of 
war on his breast as he saluted her statute gave 
that spirit form. 

Little Thérése fully understood the spirit of this 
other young maiden. She loved her. In her 
dreams she gloried in the deeds of the heroine of 
Orleans. She, too, had her “‘voices” and her am- 
bitions were of the noblest, she, too, longed to die 
for God and her mission. “In my admiration of 
the patriotic deeds of the heroines of France, 
especially of Saint Joan of Arc,” she writes, “I 
longed to do what they had done. About this time 
I received what I have looked on as one of the 
greatest graces of my life, for, at that age, I was 
not favored with lights from Heaven, as I am 
now. 

“Our Lord made me understand that the only 
true glory is that which lasts forever; and that to 
attain it there is no necessity to do brilliant deeds 
but rather to hide from the eyes of others, and 
even from oneself, so that ‘the left hand knows not 
what the right hand does.’ Then, as I reflected 
that I was born for great things, and sought the 
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means to attain them, it was made known to me 
interiorly that my personal glory would never 
show itself before the eyes of men, but that it 
would consist in becoming a Saint. This aspira- 
tion may very well appear rash, seeing how imper- 
fect I was, and am, even now, after so many years 
of religious life; yet I still feel the same daring 
confidence that one day I shall become a great 
Saint. JI am not trusting in my own merits, for I 
have none, but I trust in Him Who is Virtue and 
Holiness itself. It is He alone Who, pleased with 
my feeble efforts, will raise me to Himself, and by 
clothing me with His merits, make me a Saint.” 
Looking upon a picture of Saint Joan of Arc 
comforted in prison by her “voices,” a thought like 
the fragrance of a forget-me-not breathed within 
her. “I too am comforted by an interior voice,” 
she said. “From above the Saints encourage me, 
saying: ‘So long as thou art a captive in chains, 
thou canst not fulfill thy mission, but later on, 
after thy death will come thy day of triumph.’”’ 
Today we raise our eyes and as she smiles down 
upon us we see how true was this prophecy. Her 
Voices did not deceive her; her Love of God was 
her treasure. It is now her mission as “it was al- 
ways her sole ambition’ to love God and bring 
others to love Him. As the sound of a voice long 
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forgotten or the ring of a child’s laugh at play, 
like the gentle fragrance of violets and the sheen of 
the sun’s golden ray, her mission is redolent with 
sweetness as sweet spices from fond Araby. 
“Make me a child again just for today” is the 
strain that carries our charmed heart away. God 
grant that we may listen and sing it alway! 

As the Little Flower trod her little way of love a 
Little Soul looked down upon her from above. He 
became her special patron. She loved him, Blessed 
Theophane Venard, the Martyr of Tonkin. “In 
an affectionate interview with her own sisters she 
tells us why she was so devoted to this young 
Martyr;’ “Theophane Venard is a Little Saint,” 
she said. “His life was not marked by anything 
extraordinary. He had an ardent devotion to Our 
Immaculate Mother and a tender love of his own 
family. And,” she continued, “I too, love my 
family with a tender love; I fail to understand 
those Saints who do not share my feelings. His 
soul and mine have many points of resemblance, 
and his words do but reecho my thoughts.” 

“T am a spring flower which the Divine Master 
culls for His pleasure,” he had written just before 
his martyrdom, on February 3, 1861, and his 
words breathe the fragrance of Little Thérése. 
She too is a little flower of Jesus. 
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Friendship with the saints was a joy of her keep- 
ing; she had this communion whether waking or 
sleeping; her happiness with them was like her 
Heaven-to-be; she was but one of this happy fam- 
ily. Her simply faith drew her to the closest in- 
timacy with thein. It was beautiful to see how she 
loved them in simplicity. 

Amongst these friends in Heaven above were 
some that she loved with a special love. They 
were among her dearest, the saints who were near- 
est to her heart and she spoke to them simply with 
a child’s holy art. In the Chapel of St. Michael of 
the Carmel of Lisieux is a beautiful fresco of four 
of the saints for whom she had a special predilec- 
tion. Often did they listen to her secrets as her 
heart’s loving fire winged whitely heavenwards in 
holy desire. Trippingly with them with all her 
might as a child she ascended the mount of the 
night. For her St. Cecilia breathed music’s de- 
light, St. Agnes, the fragrance of the pure lily 
white, Blessed Theophane’s memory brought tears 

“to her eyes, and St. Joan was her heroine starred 
in the skies. 

It was at Rome during her pilgrimage that this 
familiar love for St. Cecilia blossomed within her 
soul. She had visited the home of this Virgin- 
martyr. In the crypt of St. Cecilia she had caught 
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the spark that made the red rubies sparkle in her 
heart. It was St. Cecilia’s trysting-place with her 
Lover and angel-wings about it seemed to hover. 
In this Sacred spot where the white pearls of 
purest thought were mined for Heaven, the Little 
Flower stood. She sensed the power of things un- 
seen and breathed the music of this glorious queen. 
There too the angel came and the three—St. 
Cecilia, St. Tiburtius and St. Valerianus—felt the 
gift of pain. It was a little bit of Heaven. 

Almost lost in the crowd that easily fills the 
crypt, with heart aglow she felt that nostalgia 
which only the saints can know. Sweet harmonies 
seemed to float around her. Because “she loved 
much” like St. Mary Magdalen of old, she would 
linger by the tomb. It indeed was not that of her 
Jesus but of one who loved Him well and to this 
saint of God her secret she would tell. ‘Before my 
journey to Rome,” Little Thérése writes, “I had 
not felt any special devotion to St. Cecilia, but on 
visiting the house where she was martyred, and 
hearing her proclaimed ‘Queen of harmony’—be- 
cause of the sweet song she sang in her heart to 
her Divine Spouse—I felt more than devotion to 
her, it was real love as for a friend. She became 
my chosen patroness, and the keeper of all my se- 
crets; her abandonment to God and her boundless 


84 


The Commumion of Saints 


confidence delighted me beyond measure. They 
were so great that they enabled her to make souls 
pure which had never till then desired aught but 
earthly pleasures. 

“St. Cecilia is like the spouse in the Canticles. I 
find in her the scriptural ‘choir in an armed camp.’ 
Her life was one melodious song in the midst of 
the greatest trials; and this is not strange, because 
we read that ‘the Book of the Holy Gospels lay 
ever on her heart,’ while in her heart reposed the 
Spouse of Virgins.” . 

Little Thérése too was breathing a like song. 
Her love was transforming her unto the perfect 
image of her Lover; athirst for the fountain of 
waters of Carmel she pressed on only to find His 
Holy Will. She would be completely resigned to 
Him: and so the complete trust in God and self- 
surrender of St. Cecilia gave tone to her own little 
canticle of love. 

In the upper Church of this “Queen of Song” 
her gentle gaze was cast upon a group of figures 
that told the story of St. Cecilia crowned with 
glory. It was a painting by Conca. God the 
Father, God the Son and Holy Spirit, Three in 
One are gazing gently down upon a Virgin fair— 
it is St. Cecilia in beauty rare. With heavy cross 
an angel stands whilst just below in His Sacred 
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Hands Jesus holds a wreath of roses white—the 
clouds are bathed in purest light. The white 
roses interspersed with red are fragrant over St. 
Cecilia’s head. Sweet Mother Mary with her 
gentle smile is by the sainted all the while. Two 
more rose-wreaths an angel holds for Valerianus 
and Tiburtius bold. Near St. Cecilia in glory they 
stand; they also have joined the martyred band of 
lovers true; they gave their full measure of loving 
too. 

It was a beautiful scene that must have glad- 
dened the heart of this little queen. 

The white rose-petals of the heart of Little 
Thérése also blushed in their whiteness for her be- 
loved Agnes. This young Roman maiden suffered 
martyrdom during the persecution of the Emperor 
Valerianus in the Circo Agonale where the Church 
of St. Agnes now stands. Her precious head is 
preserved in its crypt whilst her body is venerated 
in the bascilica of the Catacombs of this virgin- 
martyr. This little white flower of purity dropped 
tiny snow-flakes of gladness on her darling friend 
‘during her visit to the Holy City. “Our visit to 
the Church of St. Agnes was also very delightful,” 
the Little Flower tells us. “I tried, but without 
success, to obtain a relic to take back to my little 
Mother, Sister Agnes of Jesus. Men refused me, 
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but God Himself came to my aid: a little bit of red 
marble from an ancient mosaic dating back to the 
time of the sweet martyr, fell at my feet. Was 
this not touching? St. Agnes gave me a keep-sake 
from her house.” 

How she loved her! As a little girl-friend she 
loved her to the very end. And this love drew her 
closer to the Heart of her Lover. “Jesus,” she 
would say at the close of her Novitiate, “ah! I 
would so love Him! Love Him as He has never 
yet been loved!..At all cost I must win the palm 
of St. Agnes; if it cannot be mine through blood, I 
must win it by love.” And she has won it! 

It was her beautiful simplicity that brought 
about this sweet familiarity with God’s loved ones. 
She felt so close to them. They did not seem afar. 
Their voices guided her as she walked in beauty 
and lived in Heaven. Her faith was almost vision. 
Often alone with The Alone she yearned so plead- 
ingly for her Home sweet Home. And her friends 
seemed to whisper so gently: “Come.” 

Love for the saints is our privilege; it can be our 
joy. Their friendship is true, it has no alloy. On 
earth a friend is truly a Godsend. If his friend- 
ship is real, we should grip him with “hoops of 
steel.” And so in Heaven. Into our lives we 
should bring this leaven of love. ’Twere well to 
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have our special friends of predilection even as 
Little Thérése—Will you not choose the Little 
Flower? 

Let Little Thérése then always be your guiding 
star—a beacon-light ever shining from afar. If 
you choose her she will lead your steps aright and 
Home at last to Heaven’s delight. 
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SAINT TERESA OF AVILA 


CHAPTER TEN 


TAB SERAPH OF-AVILA 


HE train was on its way. From Madrid 
to Avila it was speeding. Within one 
of the apartments a Religious and three 
children were talking happily together. 

They blessed themselves as the journey began, for 
it was Catholic Spain where souls seek prayer as 
the flowers seek rain. For a while they breathed 
in unison their Ave Maria; then sat down gently: 
and joined in the cheer of a little babe’s antics—her 
mother was near. The simplicity and naturalness 
of it all was refreshing. 

“Do you wish a picture of the Little Flower?” I 
asked. 

“Tf you please?” 

One of the three, one with a beauty and charm 
somewhat akin to that of Little Thérése, smiled 
gratefully. 

“Oh, Saint Teresita!’ she exclaimed as she 
pressed it to her lips. Yes, she knew and loved 
her with the heart of a child; her ways were so 
simple and the manner so mild—it was as if Saint 
Teresita had come down and smiled. 

In the land of Saint Teresa, Little Thérése or 
Teresita is loved. And no wonder, for she 
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breathes the spirit of this Seraph of Avila. She 
is, moreover, her spiritual daughter and a worthy 
child of such a Mother. Love of God is the secret 
of their charm. Both longed “to love, to be loved 
and to help others to love Him” and their bound- 
less desires have been realized. Wounded with 
love they are even now performing their mission. 
Saint Teresa of old, a genius of God, is admired as 
one of the world’s greatest women. Efficient in 
business, wise in counsel, and a Seraph in love, few 
if any have equalled her. She has been called the 
great Saint Teresa, yet like Little Thérése, it was 
on the wings of littleness and love that she soared 
to greatness. Beside her the Little Flower seems 
a child, yet a child that has grown to the image ot 
the Perfect Man. She has ascended the very 
heights of love and this is no mere child’s play. The 
great Saint Teresa and the great little one, Saint 
Thérése, teach the self-same message of love. Their 
special characteristics are but the manifestation of 
God’s love within them. Both have fulfilled their 
early mission and from their golden store the earth 
will ever draw till time is no more. 

The Little Flower of Jesus has beautifully re- 
vealed the secret of her captivating charm; ‘“T 
often asked myself,” she writes, “why God has 
preferences, why all souls did not receive an equal 
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measure of grace. I was filled with wonder when 
I saw extraordinary favors showered on great sin- 
ners, like St. Paul, St. Augustine, St. Mary Magda- 
len and many others whom He forced, so to speak, 
to receive His grace. In reading the lives of the 
saints, I was surprised to see that there were cer- 
tain privileged souls whom Our Lord favored 
from the cradle to the grave, allowing no obstacle 
in their path which might keep them from mount- 
ing towards Him, permitting no sin to soil the spot- 
less brightness of their baptismal robe. And again 
it puzzled me why so many poor savages should die 
without having ever heard the name of God. 
“Our Lord has deigned to explain this mystery 
to me. He showed me the book of nature, and J 
understood that every flower created by Him is 
beautiful, that the brilliance of the rose and the 
whiteness of the lily do not lessen the perfume of 
the violet or the sweet simplicity of the daisy. 1 
understood that if all the lowly flowers wished to 
be roses, nature would lose its springtide beauty, 
and the fields would no longer be enameled with 
lovely hues. And so it is in the world of souls, 
Our Lord’s living garden. He has been pleased 
to create great saints who may be compared to the 
lily and the rose, but He has also created lesser 
ones, who must be content to be daisies or simple 
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violets flowering at His Feet, and whose mission it 
is to gladden His Divine Eyes when He deigns to 
look down upon them. And the more gladly they 
do His Will the greater is their perfection.” 

Love breathed its fragrance from this Little 
Flower even as it breathed from the soul of the 
great Seraph of Avila. 

Avila—what magic in that word! Even as As- 
sisi conjures up the name of Francis, God’s Trou- 
badour, so Avila breathes the name of Teresa. Her 
personality lives there still. The towering statue 
on the grand piazza of the town—called after her 
—shows who is enthroned in the hearts of the 
people. She is their Queen. And “Avilagze 
worthy of her Saint, Avila of the Knights, Avila 
the Loyal, the King’s Avila.” It is one of the 
most perfect examples existing of the fortified 
towns of chivalry. “One must not die without 
seeing Carcassone,” yet Avila, to the lover of Saint 
Teresa, has greater charm. 

It was in this town of saintly memories that 
Saint Teresa was born in 1515. The monastery of 
the Carmelite Fathers now encloses this sacred 
spot. An altar in the Sacra Domus is a precious 
forget-me-not of this treasure. The chapel is 
small, and four historic frescoes adorn its walls. 
They portray the words that Saint Teresa had 
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heard from her Lover: “I will give to thee the 
spirit of Wisdom and Poverty, Religion and Devo- 
tion.” Her spirit still hovers within. Nearby is 
the little garden where she and her little brother 
played, and from this bit of Heaven the two cru- 
saders strayed to seek martyrdom. There still the 
singing bees in quest of honeyed sweetness hum, 
while the gentle violets in this cloister breathe 
their orisons. A treasure-room with relics con- 
tains a golden store—her staff, a finger, the san- 
dals she wore, a well-used discipline, her hand- 
writing and more. The church, open to the public 
at every hour with its Teresian paintings, has an 
altar to the Little Flower. Star-dust all golden 
would not be more dear to me than this sanctuary 
of Saint Teresa of golden memory. 

A pilgrim stood in this treasure-trove and for 
this beloved Mother breathed a deeper love. His 
heart was singing as he made his way from shrine 
to shrine of olden Avila. To the church Saint 
Teresa prized—San Juan, where she was baptized, 
—he went. San José, her fairest flower, the mon- 
astery she founded in the trying hour of the 
Reform, stood nearby and within its sacred walls 
he breathed happily. Through the turn a voice 
was heard, refined and gentle and as sweet as a 
bird’s gentle singing. The Relics were shown in 
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sweetest grace, their guardians made it a holy place 
The little gray cup with its network chain was 
kissed very reverently again and again; the cymbal 
she used, with its sweet sounding bells, is that 
which she played away from the cells of the Sisters. 
Two spiritual books and her scapular-bone are 
other treasures of this sanctified home. 

This Monastery of Saint Joseph was her first 
love; she desired to make it a treasure-trove of 
generous souls. It was the beginning of her life- 
work, the child of her dreams and her haven of 
rest. During the last twelve years of her aposto- 
late she traveled over Spain founding her monas- 
teries. Hardship and suffering were her constant 
companions. Poor as I] Poverello, trust in God 
was her treasure; and He blessed her with riches 
and love beyond measure. Sixteen convents for 
women and fourteen for men were the fruits of her 
labors. From 1571 to 1583 her days were strenu- 
ous even to exhaustion, yet gladly did she spend 
self to give this generous portion. She longed for 
rest and often did she look back upon her beloved 
nest of San José. “TI lived for five years in the 
Monastery of Saint Joseph at Avila,” she writes, 
“and it now seems to me to be the most peaceful 


part of my life, the want of which repose my soul 
often feels.” 
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Years before at the age of eighteen she had en- 
tered the Convent of the Incarnation. It is outside 
the walls of this glorious city. Here for twenty 
years she was tempted and tried while the gold of 
her heart was purified. “I was tossed about in a 
wretched condition,” she tells us, “for if I had 
small content in the world, in God I had no pleas- 
ure.” But the tide finally came that led her on to 
a Mission—her Mission of Love. No longer did 
she hold back. Like an arrow from the bow she 
flew to the arms of her Lover and with complete 
self-abandon she gave her life to Him. 


“Love touched her heart and lo! it beats 
High, and burns with such brave heats, 
Such thirsts to die, as dares drink up 
A thousand cold deaths in one cup.” 


It was in this monastery, which stands upon the 
plain, that Saint Teresa felt the gift of pain. Be- 
neath the Spanish sky it still happily breathes her 
spirit. There she suffered and longed “to suffer or 
to die.” 

Within a cell of this hallowed sanctuary the pil- 
grim rested. It was the very room where her 
spirit was tested. Sanctified by the visits of Saint 
Peter of Alcantara, Saint John of the Cross and 
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Saint Francis Borgia, he was on sacred ground. 
Music like the sound of a silent song breathed 
around him. Through the iron bars within the 
cloister could be seen the statues of Saint Teresa 
and the Little Jesus. On this spot as a little child 
she saw Him one day and with childlike grace she 
heard Him say: “Who are your” “I am Teresa 
of Jesus.” ‘And I—I am Jesus of Teresa,” was 
His reply. It was beautiful. In the room above 
she received the Wound of Love. Before him was 
the linen, crimson with the red rubies of the Trans- 
verberation. Other relics of Saint John of the 
Cross were there—treasures of gold beyond com- 
pare. Beneath was the cell where Saint John of 
the Cross and Saint Teresa were gently lost in 
ecstasy. Raised high in his chair she gazed on 
this vision, her soul bathed in prayer: God the 
Father, God the Son, and Holy Spirit, three in one, 
with angels pure were seen above. Her soul bled 
gently with a holy love. Adjoining was the cell of 
reparation—the place where she saw the Flagella- 
tion of our Dear Lord. To this monastery she 
returned for two years after starting her Reform; 
it was the rose that had given her many thorns. 
Years have passed since this daughter of the 
King felt the Cherub’s piercing, since she, too, did 
sing sweetly. Her song is still a-ringing in hearts 
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that love and sigh to love in fullest measure as she 
=——to love or die.” - It’s the song of our Little 
Thérese, a child after Mother’s heart, who 
breathed this Teresian harmony and felt the 
cherub’s dart. She too has a Mission of Love: 
“to make souls love God as she loved Him!” 
Truly she has chosen the better part. And today 
Mother and she are singing happily together. 

Avila then is the land of my dreams; its walls 
and its spirit, its everything seem to possess me. 
It was with a gentle sadness that I left such a 
sacred spot; this flower of Spain is as a forget-me- 
not tomy memory. Feasting my eyes on her noble 
towers and holy shrines the train sped on to higher 
climes. Like one athirst I drank in the fading 
scenes in the sunshine. It was as if leaving a 
friend whose sad smile will charm me to the very 
end of my life. May her spirit be with me in 
darkness and strife! 


’Twas the spirit of Saint Teresa 
I breathed so pure that day 

And the memory of its fragrance 
Will never pass away. 


97 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


THE CROWNING 


T was a Sister who spoke to me. ‘Father, a 
year ago when the winter’s snow was on the 
ground, I heard a voice within my soul. I had 
been annointed and prepared for death but a 

gentle whisper kept saying ‘No.’ I whispered to 
the Sister beside me: ‘I must get better; I am to go 
to the crowning of Little Thérése.”’ 

BsoUNOW 2a. P” 

“Yes, here I am, Father, in St. Peter’s for the 
Crowning, and it is but a fortnight since I came.” 

She was a Franciscan Sister of Mary and she 
dearly loved the Little Flower. Many another 
there present had felt the powerful intercession of 
Saint Thérése. 

It was in St. Peter’s of the Vatican. Through 
the vast Basilica a sea of faces were upturned in 
reverence. White-winged angels with deep red 
roses were ascnding a golden stair hearing the love 
of throbbing hearts for Little Thérése. As simple 
as the violet’s fragrance, as gentle as a mother’s 
kiss, as pure as the tear of innocence, no material 
beauty could be compared with the loveliness of 
this hour. Everything was so simple. People of 
every rank and clime sat side by side on the line of 
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low benches. Priests and Sisters deep in prayer 
were everywhere in evidence. Beautiful black veils 
gave a tone of simplicity to the magnificence; here 
and there a white veil or white dress suggested the 
purity of this child of light. Soldiers and noble- 
men in rich colors guarded the way. -It was a 
scene truly royal for a Little Queen. 

But hark! What is that I hear? The long line 
of priests and religious passing through the Pala- 
tine Guard is near its end. It is just 9:32 A.M. A 
blast of joyous music arises in ecstasy; it flows on; 
it fills the vast Basilica. Hearts are thrilled. The 
trumpets of the Noble Guard scatter silvery. notes 
and a wave of enthusiasm fills the nave. He 
comes, Ecco-Ecco-Il Papa-Il Papa! It is the Pope. 
All heads are turned—all eyes are strained. Many 
try to become taller by standing on tiptoe. Listen! 
Viva Il Papa—Viva Il Papa! A high-pitched voice 
cries it out reverently. Clapping! Tears! Heart- 
thrills! Many chords ring out holily in sweetest 
harmony. 

The Pope advances in majesty, borne on the 
Golden Chair; two Chaplains carry his Papal 
Mitre and Tiara. Slowly they proceed, and he 
rains down Benedictions. They stop, then slowly 
proceed again. Wave upon wave of love and ven- 
eration resound throughout the wondrous Basilica. 
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The very walls thrill with joy—and soon we see 
him—Christ’s Vicar—the Holy Father, Pope Pius 
XI. 

The spirit of Little Thérése hovers over all. 
Sixty thousand hearts feel its influence. They wait 
in awed reverence. The ceremony proceeds in all 
its splendor. Twice the Advocate Cardinal Vico, 
as Prefect of the Congregation of Rites, pleads be- 
fore the throne that the Beata be raised to Saint- 
hood. Twice he receives as answer that all must 
join in prayer. The Litany is chanted and hearts 
are raised to the Holy Spirit—the flood of His love 
flows happily upon all. Angel wings flutter, un- 
seen and unheard. In tremulous tones the third 
entreaty is made. A Prelate bids all arise. His 
voice rings out. 

“Peter is about to speak through Pius.” 

It is a thrilling moment. Heaven and earth cen- 
ter their gaze upon Pius XI. The rustle of angel 
wings is hushed, the air is tense—garlands of 
lights sparkle. Then from his throne Pius XI sol- 
emnly proclaims in deepest tone: “For the honor 
of the Holy and Undivided Trinity, for the exalta- 
tion of the Catholic Faith and the increase of the 
Christian Religion....We declare that Blessed 
Thérése of the Child Jesus is a Saint and We in- 
scribe her on the catalogue of Saints. Each year, 
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moreover, on her birthday into Heaven, September 
30th,* We determine that her memory shall and 
ought to be piously kept by the Universal Church. 
In the name of the Father, and of the Son and of 
the Holy Ghost. Amen.” 

A cry of joy resounds throughout the vast Bas- 
ilica; hearts beat faster; eyes are dimmed; white 
rose-petals of love shed their fragrance; a hymn of 
praise ascends. The Te Deum bursts forth in 
sweetest harmony, like the sound of the surging 
sea, from the throats of thousands. The bells of 
the city peal out gloriously. They seem to steal the 
music of Heaven whilst the glad breeze gently 
whispers: “Love Saint Thérése.” By the four 
winds of Heaven—from pole to pole—the soul- 
song goes forth to thrill millions. 

By the tomb of Saint Peter the heart of a lover 
of Saint Thérése was suffused with this breath of 
Heaven. Bathed in song the dome of the Basilica 
seemed to soar among the heavenly choirs; Heaven 
stooped to caress earth as the lyres of human 
hearts felt the darts of love. It was a symphony 
as sweet and divine as ever could be. As if throb- 
bing in the throes of song a few roses, we are told, 
fell among the favored. They breathed the frag- 
rance of true love. The hymn of praise ascended 

*Changed to October Ist 
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continuously with never-ending message: “In Te 
Domine, speravit; non confundar in aeternum.” 
(In Thee, O Lord, have I hoped; I shall not be con- 
founded forever.) The pilgrim was startled. A 
flood of light poured into his soul. He marveled. 
Was it Little Thérése that had brought this grace? 
It was her secret and the key to this wonderful tri- 
umph. In Te, Domine, speravi. Yes it was the 
song of her little way—of complete trust in God 
and self surrender. 

“Sancta Teresia, ora pro nobis” (Saint Theérése 
pray for us), the first of the Cardinal Deacons 
pleaded and the chanters responded: “Ut digm 
efficiamur promissionbus Christi, Alleluia.” Yes, 
Saint Thérése, pray for us that we may be made 
worthy of the promises of Christ. And Holy 
Church in loving veneration bent the knee to this 
little child of Carmel who first saw the sunshine 
only 53 years ago. 

It was marvelous; the finger of God was so man- 
ifest, and the simple Faith of all hearts—from 
Pope to peasant—made St. Peter’s a little bit of 
Heaven. 

The Solemn Mass proceeded; the Gospel and 
Epistle were sung both in Greek and in Latin; 
graceful offerings—doves and song-birds—are 
carried to the altar. At the solemn moment of 
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Consecration, whilst the Sacred Host is raised on 
high, there is the martial clank of arms; the Noble 
Guards with a quick movement to attention, salute 
the Eucharistic King and like angels on wing the 
silver-throated trumpets softly sing their welcome 
to the God of the Little Thérése. It was beautiful 
—He was happy. 

The wondrous ceremony was over all too soon. 
Far up in the sky an aeroplane soared and with de- 
lightful grace poured a flood or rose-petals upon 
the face of the earth below, the sun smiled on them 
with an added glow. It was a fitting tribute 
to this Little Flower—a song of praise to her 
wondrous power. 


It was evening. An ocean of humanity was 
surging towards the magnificent Basilica. Thou- 
sands of eager pilgrims, whose progress was neces- 
sarily slow were anxious to see St. Peter’s with its 
dome aglow with burning lights that made the 
beauty of the night resplendent. The pilgrim 
joined this motley throng and soon he stood among 
the favored who felt the thrill of this day’s happi- 
ness. Far above the piazza over the central door a 
painting of Little Thérése shone brilliantly. The 
effulgence of the torches bathed it in loveliness. 
The military guard passed to and fro in full array; 
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the stars in the dark deep blue seem to fade away 
and hide. Down deep amidst the thickening throng 
the shadows played, and all along the sacred walls 
was heard in deepening song the hum of humanity. 
The fountains splashed merrily in the light, while 
a hymn of praise was sung. A group of Pilgrims 
had gathered about the Obelisk, their hearts filled 
with love for the Little Flower. Their simple song 
fell in silvery notes. Little children ran about and 
played while others prayed gently. It was a sight 
that was good for one to see. It bathed my pilgrim 
soul in harmony. 

But what was that I heard, sweeter than the trill 
of a bird? “Sancta Teresia, ora pro nobis.” Just 
before the grand Basilica, kneeling in front of the 
painting of Saint Thérése, was a priest. With 
arms outstretched he poured his prayers from a 
full heart. Others shared his love and prayed like- 
wise. The atmosphere was one of love and enthu- 
siasm and simplicity. I walked up and down the 
terrace, my beads slipping through my fingers. 
My heart was thrilled; God was so near! And the 
love of a little child was the occasion of it all. She 
was Love’s triumph; His loving Providence was so 
manifest in her. I drank in draughts of this Heav- 
en-scented atmosphere. ‘Oh, that those near and 
dear, could be with me in this happy hour!” I 
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thought. But I was there—in Rome—the Holy 
City—at Little Thérése’s triumph—and it was she 
brought me. No, it was not a dream; I was awake 
and the fire of love was within and around me—I 
was thrilled—and in my joy I could have wept! 
Oh, truly may it be said: “Many have desired to 
see the things that I see and have not seen them, 
and to hear the things that I hear and have not 
heard them.” It was a foretaste of Heaven. 


Sweet is the breath of that glorious day 
Its fragrance is scented with violets of May 
Its memory will lighten my path as I pray 
To follow her footsteps—God grant that I may! 
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“THE LAME WALK” 


AINT Thérése lovingly called “The Little 
Flower of Jesus,’ has recently manifested 
her power in a wonderful way at her shrine 
in Saint Lawrence Church, New Bedford, 

Massachusetts. Before her death she promised 
“to spend her Heaven in doing good upon earth” 
and “to let fall a shower of roses.” She has kept 
her word and among the many recipients of her 
favors she has showered one upon Miss Alice 
Toomey, 16 Ashland Terrace of New Bedford. 
Eight years and seven months ago Miss Toomey 
was injured. While operating the lever of a ma- 
chine, the ankle-bone of the right foot was pain- 
fully bruised. It was not considered serious at 
first but upon examination the X-Ray showed two 
broken bones. This was in April, 1917. By May 
the Doctor ordered the foot to be put in a plaster- 
cast, which was taken off on the 11th of July. On 
February 17, 1918, a specialist of Boston exam- 
ined the ankle. He ordered special shoes and elec- 
trical treatment, stating that it would be a long 
time, if ever, before the patient could walk again. 
Other treatments were given and on January 13, 
1919 a second X-Ray showed “atrophy of the 
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bone.”’ On September 5, 1919, Miss Toomey went 
to Fenway Hospital, Boston, with little good re- 
sult. Many specialists and doctors were consulted 
—twenty-seven in all—and the story was always 
the same. On September 30, 1921, at the Carney 
Hospital, Boston, the foot was twisted, with agon- 
izing pain, and was put into a cast. But it became 
worse than ever. It was May 22, 1922, that she 
went to a doctor in Fall River and he succeeded 
“in straightening the front part of the foot by 
strapping, bandaging, massaging, having special 
shoes made.” The heel, however, remained twist- 
ed. It prevented her from putting the heel flat in- 
to the shoe and she was unable to reach the heel to 
the floor. All the while she was in constant pain. 
pain. 

With this brief history of the case Miss Toomey 
tells of her marvelous cure. “After having con- 
sulted twenty-seven doctors with no definite result, 
I decided to leave it alone for a while and pray Our 
Blessed Lord until He saw fit to relieve it. This I 
did and then I was counseled to ask the interces- 
sion of Saint Therese (The Little Flower). From 
this on it gradually seemed to improve in a strange 
way, enabling me to walk with a cane, but still the 
pain and swelling remained. God permitted me to 
make the public novena at Saint Lawrence Church, 
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from September 21st to the 30th. On the ninth 
day of the Novena, September 30, 1925 I rode to 
the church to visit the shrine of the Little Flower. 
There I pleaded after the priest had placed the 
relic on my foot. I asked the Little Flower, if it be 
God’s Will, to cure my foot, so that it might make 
her better known and thus win souls for Him 
Whom she dearly loved. At the shrine I tried to 
move my foot, which was still stiff and sore, but 
found it impossible to do so without great pain. It 
was 6 P. M. when I left and I was asked if I were 
going to walk home. I did so. To my surprise my 
foot seemed normal. Thanks to dear Little 
Thérése the pain and swelling left me. I was 
cured. It was about fifteen minutes walk to my 
home and I walked it without my cane, and since 
then I have had the use of my foot which is very 
limber. 

“T have also had the foot examined by two of 
my doctors and they state it is in normal con- 
dition.” 

This marvelous cure will certainly win many 
clients to the Little Flower of Jesus. Since Sep- 
tember 30 Miss Toomey has been examined by two 
Joctors who knew her case. They have given her 
statements to the effect that her foot is in normal 
sondition. All her friends who knew the condition 
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of the foot before and after the cure marvel at the 
sudden change. The Sister at Carney Hospital 
who gave the hospital record of her case said: 
“Why, you must have that published.” The Nurse 
who took care of her during her agony in the Hos- 
pital could scarcely believe her eyes. Her state- 
ment together with others are given below. 

A non-Catholic Doctor gives the following very 
important statement: 

Fall River, Mass. 
To whom it may concern: 

This is to certify that I have been taking care of 
Miss Alice Toomey, Ashland Terrace, New Bed- 
ford, Mass., from May 23, 1922, to February 9, 
1925. Miss Toomey had probably received a frac- 
ture and a tearing of the ligaments about her right 
ankle. At the time I started treatments in. 1922 
Miss Toomey was unable to walk without the aid 
of crutches and when standing she could not put 
any weight on her right foot. On February 9th 
there was still considerable puffiness about the 
ankle and motion of the foot was restricted about 
one-half. Miss Toomey reported to my office for 
an examination. She was able to walk with practi- 
cally no limp and could place her weight securely 
on her foot. There was no restriction of motion in 
the ankle or foot. 
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Miss Toomey is extremely happy and feels posi- 
tive that the foot has returned to normal. 


New Bedford, Mass. 
This will certify that I have this day examined 
Miss Alice Toomey, 16 Ashland Terrace, New 
Bedford, Mass., and find that her foot and ankle 
are in normal condition. 
(Signed) Curysostom J. Leary, M .D. 


On October 6th an X-Ray was taken of the foot 
that was healed and the plates show that but for a 
slight swelling the foot is normal. 


CARNEN: HOSPITAL 


UNDER THE DIRECTION OF THE SISTERS OF CHARITY OF ST. 
VINCENT DE PAUL 


South Boston, Mass., 
October 5, 1925. 

This is to certify that I cared for Miss Alice 
Toomey at the Carney Hospital from September 
30, 1921, to December 6, 1921. 

She had been lame for four years previous to 
coming to the Hospital and when admitted was 
suffering from a rigid valgus, that is, a stiff and 
turned right ankle resulting from an accident in 
which two of the heel bones were broken. 

At the time of her discharge from the Hospital, 
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December 6, 1921, she was walking on crutches. 
On October 4, 1925, Miss Toomey called to see me 
at the Carney Hospital. She was walking without 
the aid of crutches or a cane and said that from the 
time she left the Hospital (December, 1921), she 
was never able to walk without crutches or a cane 
and has been in constant pain. She further stated 
that the latter part of September she began a 
Novena to Saint Thérése (The Little Flower) and 
the ankle began to improve. On September 30, she 
was able to walk unaided by the cane and without 
pain. When she called yesterday I noticed that 
her right foot was normal and to show how well 
she was, she insisted upon walking down stairs. 
DorotHy B. Mannix, R.N. 


New Bedford, Mass. 

I consider it a pleasure to tell what I know about 
Miss Alice Toomey. I have seen her very often 
since her return from the hospital and have no- 
ticed the terrible conditions of her foot which was 
similar to a club-foot. She could not straighten the 
foot and could walk only with the aid of a crutch 
or cane, on tiptoe. My wife told me Alice was 
making a Novena to Saint Teresa, the Little 
Flower, in the hope of being cured, but as I ama 
non-Catholic I thought little about it. I consid- 
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ered her case hopeless. I was very much surprised 
when Alice visited me on October 6, 1925, without 
the aid of cane or crutch. And I noticed particu- 
larly how straight and limber her foot was. She 
walked with ease. I am convinced her foot is 
cured and perfectly normal. 
Mr. JEssE Law, 
488 Summer St., 
New Bedford, Mass. 


Today even as of old, “the lame walk” and Saint 
Thérese of the Child Jesus is the loving instrument 
to show God’s power amongst His people. 
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